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PUBLISHERS' NOTK. 

In 1853, the late G. P. Putnam pub- 
lished, under the title of Homes o/Afner- 
ican Author Sy a collection of papers which 
had been written for this work by a 
group of the younger \vTiters of the 
day, and which were devoted to studies 
and descriptions of the homes and of the 
work of certain representative American 
authors of the time. The plan of the 
series originated, we understand, with the 
publisher, while it is probable that its 
editorial direction rested either with 
Henry T. Tuckerman or Charles F. 
Briggs ("Harry Franco"), who was at 
the time editor of Putnam's Monthly. 
Among the contributors were several 
writers whose work has since made for 
itself a place in the enduring literature 
of the century. Of these contributors 
but two, Parke Godwin and Edward 
Everett Hale, are still (October, 1896) 
surviving. 
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The successors of G. P. Patnam haTe 
thought that the generation which has 
grown up since the first publication of 
this book would be interested in reading 
these literarv studies of half a centnrv 
back. It has, therefore, been decided to 
reprint the papers as the second group of 
the series of LittU Journeys^ the publi- 
cation of which has been initiated with 
the twelve papers of Mr. Elbert Hubbard 
issued in 1895. 

These papers of 1S53 are printed as 
originally written for Mr. Putnam's vol- 
ume, and as a matter of justice to authors 
who, like Mr. Curtis and Mr. Godwin, have 
since written more comprehensively on 
the same subjects, the date of the original 
publication has in each case been speci- 
fied. There is a certain literary interest in 
having again before us the point of view 
of these writers of 1853, even although in 
certain cases their final conclusions mav 
have been somewhat modified, or their 
maturer literary judgment may have ar- 
rived at some diflFerent form of literary 
expression. 
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FOREWORD 

I They are gone — writer and subject — 
,e dust of Emerson rests in 
"Sleepy Hollow" : a grent uuliewn 
bowlder marks tile spot. He died in 
1882 ; Curtis followed ten years later. 
Snt their works live after them : forbean- 
tiful lives and great thougbts endure. 
They make that sweet minor chord in 
the choir invisible, whose music is the 
gladness of the world, Curtis was in bis 
twenty-ninth year when he wrote this 
sketch ; Emerson was fifty — his fame 
No living writer, no matter how 
Jchly gifted, could write ho ptedous a 
mograph as this on the same theme ; 
!oa}A lack that quaint old flavor and 
IS of lavender and tbvme. 
E. H. 
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"'tut Tillage of Concord, Uassachu- 
an hour's ride from Bos- 
s one of those quiet New 
England towns whose few white houses, 
grouped upon the plain, make but a 
slight impression upon the mind of the 
hnsy traveller hurrying lo or from the 
citj. As the conductor calls "Concord!" 
the tourist has scarcely time to recall 
"Concord, Lexington, and Bunter Hill," 
before the place has vanished, and be is 
darting through woods and fields as soli- 
tary as those lie has just left in New 

■WTillm in .853 for tatnam-f, ffoma of Ameri- 
earn A uUori. 



!R^ 




Cmcreon 

Hampshire. Vet, as it vanisliea, he 
chance to see two or three spires, and m 
they rush behind the trees his eyea fall i 
iipon a gleamitig sheet of water. It ia | 
Walden Pond,— or WaJden Water 
phic Alcott used to call it.^whose virgin J 
seclusion was a just linage of that of the I 
little village UTitil one aflenioon, 
half-dozen or more years since, a shriek, I 
sharper than any that had rung from I 
WaJdeu woods since the last war-whoop M 
of llie last Indians of Musketaquid, an- 
nounced to astonished Concord, drowsing 
in the river meadows, that the nineteenth 
century had overtaken it. Yet long be- 
fore the mattrial force of the age bound 
the town to tbc rest of the world, the 
spiritual force of a single mind in it bad 
attracted attention to it, and made its 
lonely plains as dear to many widely- 
scattered minds as the groves of the Acad- 
emy or the vineyards of Vaucluse. 

Except in causing the erection ot the 
railway liuildings and several dwellings 
near it, steam bas not much cbauged 
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Concord. It is yet one of the quiet coun- 
try towns whose charm is iucredible to 
all but those who by loving it have found 
it worthy of love. The shire-town of the 
great agricultural county of Middlesex, it 
is not disturbed by the feverish throb of 
factories, nor by any roar of ineKorable 
toil but the few puffs of the locomo- 
tive. One day, during tbe autumn, it is 
thronged by the neighboring farmers, 
who hold their high festival — the annual 
cattle-show — there. But the calm tenor 
of Concord life is not varied even on that 
day by anything more exciting than fat 
oxen and the cud-chewing eloquence of 
the agricultural dinner. The population 
of the region is composed of sturdy, ster- 
ling men, worthy representatives of the 
ancestors who sowed along the Concord 
shores, with their seed-com and rye, the 
germs of a prodigious national greatness. 
Atiutervalsevery day the rattle, roar, and 
whistle of the swift shuttle darting to 
and from the metropolitan heart of New 
England, weaving prosperity upon the 
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land, remiiKl those farmers in tUeir silent % 
Qclds that Ihe great worid yet waga a 
wrestles. And l!ie fanner-boy, sweeping I 
with flashiuK scythe through .the ri\ 
meadows, whose coarse grass glitters, s 
for mowing, in the early June morning, i 
pauses as the whistle dies into the dis- I 
tance, and, wiping his brow and whetting J 
his blade anew, questions the cotmtry- 
smillen citizen, the amateur farmer ■] 
struggling with imperfect stroke be- I 
hind him of the mystic romance of city I 
life. 

The sluggish repose of the little r 
images the farmer-boy's life. He bullies j 
his oxen and trembles at the locomotive. ] 
His wonder and fancy stretch toward the I 
great world beyond the barn-yard and I 
the village chnrch, as the torpid slream 
tends toward the ocean. The river, in 
fact, seems the thread upon which all 
the beads of that rustic life are strung, — 
the clew to its tranquil character. If it 
were an impetuous stream, dasliing along j 
as if it claimed aud required tlie cart 
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^icb every American river is eulilled, 
er it would have. Wheels, fac- 
lOps, traders, factory-girls, boards 
of directors, dreary white lines of board- 
ing-houses, all the sigus that indicate the 
spirit of the age, and of the American 
age, would arise upon its marj^iu. Some 
shaven magician from State Street would 
run up by rail, and, from proposals, maps, 
schedules of stock, etc., educe a spacious 
factory as easily as Aladdin's palace arose 
from nothing. Instead of a dreaming, 
pastoral poet of a village, Concord would 
be a rushing, whirling, bustling manu- 
facturer of a town, like its thrifty neigh- 
bor Lowell. Many a fine equipage, 
flashing along cily ways ; many an 
Elizabethan-Gothic-Grecian rural retreat, 

B ■which State Street woos Pan and grows 
tcadian in Bummei, wonli! be reduced, 

fc^the last analysis, to th-e Concord mills. 
Tct if these broad river meadows grew 
factories instead of com, they might, per- 
haps, lack another harvest, of which the 
'8 thought is the sickle. 
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One h«nnc«t fW>m your field 

Homeward broucbt the oxen 
Ani^hcr crop yoar acres rield, 

Whkh 1 either in « «ws> 

$iugs Kiu<^rM>ii ; and again, as the after- 
nixni li^bt strikes pensiTe across his 
iiMMUor>\ a$ ov«r the fields below him, 

KtK^w^ ^ v^^ tSbt this loaely ll^d, 

tV re*p ils9C«U9tty cc«m« 
Wh*l wtyMic c«vf« lus acres yidd 

At miimH(Lht aa»it «t 



The Cv>ttC\wl Rirer — upc«i whose 
in^ $hoK^ the town ha5 scattered its 
hi>4S$<«.. «» ttu K>itena^ OTer the pUta 
s«»9fee tervectt d^v^ it h»l £dle« asicep 
«^e%Hee:t tc* tbe $:^uaHtNt«vM» spew *»d 

^^hJuI^>« scn^uau. th^ Ivt^sts throo^ 
Vv>*i TJse^ftiow^w whiich ci:r^ it wiA 



^h»:^vee^ ^tp«?a ^ >> jl ^f w aa^ues titet 
jwa ^«ec x^ Ai$s;ii<S(^S:k — «iss^ «?Qie q« ibs 

«i»i :»wi:::j»mr :2>r-au»is^ :s^ss«83ace iis- 
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jnmid ladies of Slis.1ott — bare tbeir bo- 
soms to the suu in the seclusion of its 
dJEtaut reaches. Clustering vines of wild 
grape hang its wooded shores with a 
tapestry of the South and the Rhine. 
The pickerel -weed marks with bine 
spikes of flowers the points where small 
tributary brooks flow in, and along the 
dusky winding of those brooks, cardinal- 
flowers with a. scarlet splendor paint the 
Tropica upon New England's green. All 
summer long, from founts unknown, in 
the upper counties, from some anony- 
nioas pond, or wooded hillside moist with 
springs, steals the gentle river through 
the plain, spreading at one point above 
the town into a little lake, called by the 
farmers " Fairhaven Bay," as if all its 
lesser namea must share the sunny sig- 
nificance of Concord. Then, shrinking 
again, alarmed at its own boldness, it 
dreams on toward the Merrimac and the 



The absence of factories has already 
implied its shallowness and slowness. In 



tnitli it is a very slow river, belonging^ 
much more to the Indian than 
Yauliee ; so ciuoh so, indeed, that uatilf 
a very few years there was au 
visit to its shores from a few sad heiis of J 
its old inastcrs, who pitched a group of 4 
tents in the meadows, and wove tbeif« 
tidy baskets ami strung their beads iirfl 
unsmiling silence. It was the 
thing that I saw in Jerusalem omongij 
the Jews. Every Friday they repair t 
the remains of the old Temple wall, aoif 
praj- and wail, kneeling upon the pave 
ment and kissing the stones. But that 
passionate Oriental regret was a 
impressive than this silent homage of tt 
waning race, who, as they beheld thel 
unchanged river, knew that, unlike i^-H 
the last drops of their existence \ 
gradually flowing away, and that for their] 
tribes there shall be no ingathering. 

So shallow is the stream that the a: 
teur Corydons who embark at mora 
to explore its remoter shores will notB 
infrequently, iu midsummer, find tbeJr^ 
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laE as suddenly tranquil an d motionless 
as the river, having placidly grounded 
upon its ooiy bottom. Or, returning at 
evening, they may lean over the edge as 
they lie at length ia the boat, and float 
with the almost imperceptible current, 
brushing the tips of Ihe long water-grass 
and reeds below them in the stream — a 
river jungle, in which Inrk pickerel and 
trout — with the sensation of a hird drift- 
ing upon soft evening air over the tree- 
lops. No available or profitable craft 
navigate these waters, and animated 
gentlemen from the city, who run up for 
"a mouthful of fresh air," cannot possi- 
bly detect the final cause of such a river. 
Yet the dreaming idler has place on maps 
and a name in history. 

Near the town it is crosscti hy three or 
four bridges. One is a massive structure 
to help the railroad over. The stem, 
strong pile readily betrays tbat it is part 
of good, solid stock owned in the right 
quarter. Close by it is a little arched 
stone bridge, auxiliary to a great road 
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leading to some vague rcRion of the 
world called Acton upon guidcposts and 
on maps. Just beyond these bridges the 
river bends, and forgets the railroad, bat 
is grateful to the graceful arch of ttae 
little Btone bridge fur making its carve 
more pictaresque ; and, as it muses toward 
the Old Manse, listlessly brushing the 
lilies, it wonders if Ellery Chanaing, who 
lives beynnd, upon a hillside sloping to 
the shore, wrote hia poem of The Bridge 
to that particular one. There are two or 
three wooden bridges also, always com- 
bining well with the landscape, always 
niaking and suggesting pictures. 

The Concord, as I said, has a name in 
history. Kear one of the wooden bridges 
you turn aside from the main road, close 
by the " Old Manse." — whose mosses of 
myalic hue were gathered by Hawthorne, 
who lived there for three years, — and a 
few steps bring you to the river, and to a 
small monument upon its brink. It ia 
a narrow, grassy way ; not a field nor a 
meadow, hut of that shape and charac- 
14 
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ter which would perplei the animated 
stranger from tbe city, wLo would see, 
also, its unfitness for a building-lot. The 
narrow, grassy way is the old road which, 
in the mouth of April, 1775, led to & 
bridge that crossed the stream at this 
spot. And upon the river's margin, upon 
the bridge and the shore beyond, took 
place the sharp struggle between the 
Middlesex farmeis aud the scarlet British 
soldiers, known in tradition as "The 
Concord iigbL" 

The small monument records the day 
and the event. When it was erected, 
Bmerson wrote the following hymn for 
Ihe 



B; tbc rude bridge ttiat arcbed the Baod, 

Their flag to April's breeze uTifurled, 
Here one* tlie embattled fonneiA stood, 

AodEred ttie shot heard round th? wort 
The foe long since in ajlecce slept ; 

Alike the cDuqueror silEnt Bleeps ; 
And Time Iht luiued brid^ has swept 

Down the dark stream that seaward crC' 
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who well remembered the gey advance 
of the flashing soldiers, the terrihie ring 
and crack of firearms, and the panic- 
stricken retreat of the regulars, black- 
ened aad bloody. But the placid river 
has long since overborne it all. The 
alarm, the struggle, the retreat, are 
swallowed up in its supreme tranquillity. 
The sutntners of more than seventy years 
have ohliterated every trace of the road 
with thick grass, which seeks to bury the 
graves as earth buried the victinjfi. 

Let the sweet ministry of summer 
avail. Let its mild iteration even sap 
the monument and conceal Its stones as 
it hides the abutment in foliage ; for, 
still on the sunny slopes, whi te with the 
May blossoming of apple-orchards, and in 
the broad fields, golden to the marge of 
the river, and tilled in security and peace, 
survives the imperishable reineinbrance 
of that day and its results. 

The river is thus the main feature of 
the Concord landscape. It is surrounded 
; plaio, from which rise only 



Ilnce «r Cbar low hills. 0« is ■ « 
diff over FaiHisvca 8*7. ■ mile fnxa thel 
tatna ; odc vepmMea tlie msin ri*«r frontfl 
the Assabelh ; and just beyootl the bftttle- 1 
groiuid anoCber rises, Hdi witfa orchards, I 
to a tne vix<d which crowns its sannnit. | 
The nTer meadows bleod with broad, I 
lonely fields. A wide homon, like t 
of Ihe prairie or the sea, is Ihe grand I 
charm of Concord. At night the st 
seen from the loads ciossitig the plain, ■ 
^m a ship at sea. The landscape vrould ' 
be called tame li; those who thiak no 
scenery grand biit that of monatains or 
the sea-coasL Bnt the wide solitcde of 
that region is not so accounted by those 
who live there. To them it is rich and 
suggestive, as Emerson shows in the 
Esiay on Nature : " My house stands in 
low land, with limited outlook, and on the 
skirt of the village. But I go with my 
friend to the shore of otu' little river, and 
with one stroke of thff paddle I leave the 
Tillage politics and personalities — yes, 
and the world of \-illages and personal!- 
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ties — behinil, and pass into a rJelicate 
realm of sunset and moooliglit, loo bright 
almost for spotted man to enter without 
noTitiate and probation. We penetrate 
bodily this incredible beauty ; we dip our 
hands in this painted element ; our eyes 
are bathed in these lights and forms. 
A holiday, a royal revel, the proudest, 
most heart-rejoicing festival that valor 
and beauty, power and taste ever decked 
and enjoyed, establishes itself upon the 
instant. . . . In every landscape thepoint 
of astonishment is the nieetlBg of the sky 
and the earth, and that is seen from the 
first hillock, as well as from the top of 
the Allegbanies. The stars stoop down 
over the brownest, homehest common, 
with all the spiritual magniiicence which 
they shed on the Campagna or on the 
marble deserts of Egypt." 

He ia speaking here, of course, of the 
spiritual excitement of beauty, which 
crops up everywhere in Nature, like 
gold in a rich region ; but the quality of 
the imagery indicates the character of 
<9 



Uie sceswrr in wbiA the 
written. 

Con<>>rd k too Ux firom Boston to rival 
in franikn cnhtTation its neighbocs^ TiTest 
Cambridge. IwexingtOtt.«ndWattbmii; nor 
can it bo)i$t« -vith Brooklinc, Ikxchcster. 
and Camlvidse. the handsome summ e r 
homes of city 'wealth- Eat it sozpasses 
them alU perha^irsv in a g:enmne coantzy 
freshness and feeling: derired firom its 
lonelinessv If not touched by city 
gance. neither is it infected by city 
tricioasness — it is street, wholeso m e c omi- 
try. By climbing oBte of the hiOsy your 
eye sv^^^l^ a wide, vide Uncbcape, xmtil it 
'^ts npon gncefnl Wachrcset. or. ^urtlier 
and msst^er. Xocadnoc. the lofly ootposl 
of Kew Hampshire hiUs^ I.eTel sceneiy 
is not tame. The ocean, the prairie, the 
desert are not tame, arthon^h of OMooto- 
w«s sttr^ce. The ^enUe nndnlations 
^»l»iA mark certain scen«s.~;i rtp^itns 
l^^cape, in which all sease ot sp^e, 

of breadth, and of b^^^t fe Xc^^-that is 
R may be made beantiienl by «:- 
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qaisite cnltivation, as it ofleu 13 in Eng- 
land and on parts of the Hudson shores, 
but it is, at best, rather pleasing than 
inspiring. For a pErmanent view the eye 
craves large and simple forms, as the 
body requires plain food for its best 
nonrishmeiit. 

The town of Concord is built mainly 
upon one side of the river. In its centre 
is a large opeu square shaded by fine 
elms. A white wooden church, in the 
most classical style of Vnnkee-Greek, 
stands npou the square. At the Coiut-i 
House, in the clays when I knew Concord, 
many conventions were helil for humane 
as well as political objects. One summer 
day I especially remember, when I did 
not envy Athens its Forum, for Emerson 
and 'William Ellery Clianning spoke. 
In the speech of both burned the sacred 
fire of eloquence, but in HmcrBon it 
was light, and in Channillg, heat. 

From this square diverge four roads, 
like highways from a forum. One leads 
by the Courl-House and under stately 
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SYcmmores to the Old lUnse and the 
battle-gn>ond« another goes dixectly to 
the river, and a third is the main arenue 
of the town. After passing the shops 
this thixd divides^ and one branch focms 
a £ur and noble street, spacioiis, and 
loftily arched with elms, the houses 
standing liberallv apaxt« e^rh with its 
garden-plot in front. The foorth aTeone 
is the old Boston xv>ad. also drriding. at 
the edge of the Tillage, into the direct 
route to the metropolis and the Lezingtoo 
turnpike* 

The house of Mr. Emefson stands 
oppcc^te this junction. It is a plain, 
square, white dwelling-house^ yet it has a 
city air« and could not be mistaken for a 
farm-hottse. A quiet merchant, tqh would 
say. unotstentatious and simpte« has here 
hidden himself from towiL. But a thick 
grove of pine and fir trees, almost hnish- 
icg the two windows upon the right of 
the door, and occupying the ^nce be- 
tween them and the road, sugg e sts at 
least a peculiar taste in the retired mcr* 

1^ 



£metson 



chant, or hiuts the possibility lliat he 
may have sold his place to a poet or 
philosopher, — or to some old East India 
sea-captain, perhaps, who cannot sleep 
without the sound of waves, and so plants 
pines to rustle, surf-tike, against his 
chamber- window. "^ 

The fact, strangely enough, partly sup- 
ports your theory. In the year 1828 Mr. 
C Coolidge, a brother of J. Templeman 
Coolidge, a merchant of repute in Boston, 
and grandson of Joseph Coolidge, a patri- 
archal denizen of Bowdoin Square in that 
dty, came to Concord and built tliis 
honsc. Gratefully remembering the lofty 
horse-chestnuts which shaded the city 
square, and which, perhaps, lirst inspired 
him with the wish to be a nearer neigh- 
bor of woods and lields, he planted a row 
of them along his lot, which this year 
ripen their twenty-fifth harvest. With 
the liberal hospilality of a New England 
merchant, he did not forget the spacious 
cellars of the cit}-, and, as Mr. Emer- 
son writes, " he built the only good 
23 
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and produces meloiis and other vines with 
a success that relieves Brook Farm from 
every slur of inndequate practical genius, 
Mr. Emerson lias sliadeil his originally 
bare land with trees, and counts near a 
hundred apple and pear trees in his or- 
chard. The whole estate is quite level, 
inclining only toward Ibe little brook, 
and is well watered and convenient. 

The Orphic Alcott,— or Plato Skimpole, 
as Margaret Fuller called liim,— well- 
known, in the transcendental history of 
New England, designed and with his own 
bands erected a summer-house, which 
gracefully adorns the lawii, if I may so 
call the smooth grass-plot at the side of 
the house. Unhappily, this edifice prom- 
ises CO long duration, not being " techni- 
cally based and pointed." This is not a 
strange, although a disagreeable fact to 
Mr. Emerson, who has been always the 
most faithful and appreciating of the 
lovers of Mr. Alcott, It is natural that 
the Orphic Alcott should build graceful 
:r-houses. There are even people 
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is hung with a few choice engrav- 
ings of the greatest men. There was a 
fair copy of Michael Angelo's Fates, 
which, property enough, imparted that 
grave serenity to the ornament of the 
room which is always apparent in what is 
written there. It is the study of a scholar. 
All our author's published writings, the 
essays, orations, and poems, date from 
this room, as much as thej date from any 
place or moment. The villagers, indeed, 
fancy their philosophic neighbor affected 
by the novelist James's constancy of com- 
position. They relate, with wide eyes, 
that he has a huge manuscript book, in 
which he incessantly records the ends of 
thoughts, bits of observation and experi- 
ence, and facts of aU kinds, — a kind of 
intellectual and scientific rag-bag, into 
which all shreds and remnants of con- 
versations and reminiscences of wayside 
reveries are incontinently thrust This 
work goes on, they aver, day and night ; 
and when he travels, the rag-bag travels 
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mile of the journey. And a story, which 
will one day be a tradition, is perpetuated, 
that one night, before his wife had be- 
come completel)' accustomed to his habits, 
she awoke suddenly, and hearing him 
groping about the room, inquired anx- 
ously : 

** My dear, are you ill ? " 
" No, my love, only an idea." 
The library is not only the study of a 
scholar, it is the bower of a poet. The 
pines lean against the windows, and to 
the student deeply sunk in learned lore, 
or soaring upon the daring speculations 
of an intrepid philosophy, they whisper 
a secret beyond that of the philosopher's 
stone, and sing of the springs of poetry. 
The site of the house is not memorable. 
There is no reasonable ground to suppose 
that so much as an Indian wigwam ever 
occupied the spot ; nor has Henry Tho- 
reau, a very faithful friend of Mr. i^mer- 
son*s, and of the woods and waters of 
his native Concord, ever found an Indian 
arrowhead upon the premises. Henry's 
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instiiict is as sure towari] the facts of na- 
tare as tile wjlcb-bazel toward treasare. 
If every quiet country town in New Eng- 
land had a son who, with a lore like 
Selboume's, and an eje like BuHbn's, 
had watched and studied its landscape 
and bistoi^', and then published the re- 
sult, as Tlioreau has done, in a book as 
redolent of geuuine and perceptive sym- 
pathy with nature as a clover-field of 
honey, New England would seem as 
poetic and beautiful as Greece. Thoreau 
lives in a blackberry pasture upon a 
bank over Walden pond, in a little house 
of bis own building. One pleasant sum- 
mer afternoon a small party of us helped 
bim raise it, — a bit of life as Arcadian as 
any at Brook Farm. Elsewhere in the 
village he turns up arrowheads abun- 
dantly, and Hawthoroe mentions that 
Thoreau initiated him into the mystery 
of finding them. But neither (he In- 
dians, nor Nattu^, nor Thoreau can in- 
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of a legend. History stops short in that 
direction with Charles Coolidge, Esq., 
and the year 1828. 

There is little prospect from the house. 
Directly opposite, a low bluff overhangs 
the Boston road and obstructs the view. 
Upon the other sides the level land 
stretches away. Toward Lexington it is 
a broad, half-marshy region, and between 
the brook behind and the river, good 
farms lie upon the outskirts of the town. 
Pilgrims drawn to Concord by the desire 
of conversing with the man whose writ- 
ten or spoken eloquence has so pro- 
foundly charmed them, and who have 
placed him in some pavilion of fancy, 
some peculiar residence, find him in no 
porch of philosophy nor academic grove, 
but in a plain white house by the way- 
side, ready to entertain every comer as an ' 
ambassador from some remote Cathay of 
speculation whence the stars are more 
nearly seen. 

But the familiar reader of our author 
will not be surprised to find the poet 
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y sheltered, and the endless espe 
menter, with no past at his back, housed 
without ornament. Such a reader will 
have felt the Spartan severity of this in- 
tellect, and have noticed that the realm 
of this imagination is rather sculptur- 
esque than pictorial, more Greek than 
Italian, Therefore he will be pleaaed to 
alight at the gate, and hear the breezy 
welcome of the pines, and the no less cor- 
dial salutation of their owner. For if the 
visitor knows what he is about, be has 
come to this plain for bracing mountain 
air. These serious Concord reaches are 
no vale of Cashmere, Where Plato 
Skitapole is architect of the summer- 
house, j-ou may imagine what is to be 
expected in the mansion itself. It is 
always morning within those doors. If 
yon have nothing to say,— if yon are 
really uot an envoy from some kingdom 
or colony of thought, and cannot cast a 
gemupon the heaped pile, — you had better 
pass by on the other side- For it is the 
of Emereon's inind to be al- 
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forever ijuitfTs tlie watera which engt 
immortal thirst. 

If tlie memorabilia of his house could | 
find their proper Xenophon, the want 
of autecedent arrowheads upou the prem- 
ises would uot prove very disastrous to I 
the interest of t!ie history. The fame of I 
the philosopher attracts admiring friends I 
and enthusiasts from every quarter, and 
the scholarly grace and urbane hospitality ' 
of the gentleman send them charmed 
away Friendly foes, who altogether I 
differ from Emerson, come to break a \ 
lance with him upou the level pastui 
of Concord, with all the cheerful and ap- I 
preciative zeal of those who longed 



ink deliRht of battle with tt 
n the ringing plaii 



indy Troy. 



It is not hazardous to say that the I 
greatest questions of our day and of all 
days, have been nowhere more amply 
discussed with more poetic insight or 
profound conviction than iu the comely, i 
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e white house upon the edge of the 
Lexington turnpike. There have even 
been attempts at something more formal 
and dub-like than the chance couversa. 
tions of occasional gnests, one of which 
will certainly be nowhere recorded but 
upon these pages. 

It was in the year iS+s that a circle of 
persons of various ages, and differing very 
much in everything but sympathy, found 
themselves in Concord. Toward the end 
of the autumn Mr. Etnersou suggested 
that they should meet every Monday 
evening through the winter in bis li- 
brary. "Monsieur Aubepine," "Miles 
Coverdale," and otber pboutoms, since 
generally kuowu as Nathaniel Haw- 
thorne, who then occupied the Old 
Manse ; the inflexible Henry Tboreau, 
a scholastic and pastoral Orson, then 
living among the blackberry pastures of 
"Walden pond ; Plato Skimpole, then sub- 
limely meditating impossible summer- 
houses in a little house upon tbe Boston 
I road ; tbe enthusiastic agriculturist and 
33 




Brook Farmer already mentioneil, then 
an inmate of Mr. Emerson's house, who 
added the genial I'ultivation of a sobolar 
to the amenilies of the natural gentle- 
man ; a sturdy fanner neighbor, who had 
bravely fought his weary way through 
inherited embarrassments to the small 
success of a New England husbandman, 
and whose faithful wife had seven times 
merited well of lier country ; two city 
youths, ready for the fragments from the 
feast of wit and wisdom, and ttie host 
himself composed this Club. Ellery 
Channing, who had that winter harnessed I 
his Pegasus to tbe New York Triiiine, n 
was a kind of corresponding member. 
The news of the world was to be trans- 
mitted through his eminently practical 
genius, as the Club deemed itself cotape- J 
tent to take charge of tidings from altl 
other spheres. 

I went the first Monday evening, verjfB 
much as Ixion may bave gone t 
banqutt. The philosophers sat dignified 
and erect There was a constrained, bntj 




very amiable, silence, which had the i: 



t inquiry, se 
iw proceed t 






finest thing that has ever been said?" It 
was quite voluntary and unavoidable, 
for the members lacked that fluent social 
geaiuswithout which a cLub is impossible. 
It was a congress of oracles on the oae 
hand, and of curious listeners upon the 
other. I vaguely remember that the 
Orphic Alcott invaded tbe Sahara of si- 
lence with a solemn '"saying," lo which, 
after due pause, the honorable member 
for Blackberry Pastures responded by 
some keen and graphic observation ; while 
the Olympian host, anxious that so much 
good material should be spun into some- 
thing, beamed smiling encouragement 
upon all parties. 

But the conversation became more and 
more staccato. Miles Coverdale, a statue 
of night and silence, sat, a little removed, 
under a portrait of Dante, gazing imper- 
turhably upou the group ; and as he sat 
le shadow, his dark hair and eyes 
35 



JEiiietson 



and suit of sables made him, in that soc{>l 
ety, the black thread of mystery whidtl 
he weaves into his stories, while the shift-1 
ing presence of the Brook Farmer played! 
like heat-lightning around the room. 

I recall little else hut a grave eating of I 
rnsset apple3 by the erect pliilosopher 
and a solemn disappearance iuto thc'J 
night. The Cluh struggled through thre 
Monday evenings. Plato was perpetually! 
putting apples of gold in pictures of | 
silver ; for such was the rich ore of lug i 
thoughts, coined by the deep melody of 
his voice. Orson charmed us with the 
secrets won from his interviews with Pan 
in tile Walden woods — while Emersot 
with the zeal of an engineer trying t 
dam wild waters, sought to bind the I 
wide-flying embroidery of discourse into ] 
a web ofclear, sweet .sense. But still in 
vain. The oracular sayings were the un- 
alloyed saccharine element ; and every f 
chemist knows how much else goes 
practical food ; how much coarse, rough, I 
woody fibre is essential. 
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The Club struggled ou valiantly, dis- 
canrsing celcstiallj, eating apples, and 
disappearing in the dark, until tbe third 
evening it vanished altogether. Yet I 
haTe since known clubs of fifty times 
that number, whose collective genius was 
e than of either one of the Dii 
of our Concord coterie. The 
i its too great concentration. It 
iS not relaxation, as a club sliould be, 
but tension. Society is a plaj', a game, it 
tournament ; not a battle. It is tbe easy 
; of undress ; not an intellectual, 
11-dress parade. 
1 1 have already hinted this unbending 
fctellectual alacrity of our author. His 
) serious — his humor is earnest. 
!e stands like a sentinel. His look and 
;r and habit of thought cry ; " Who 
goes there? " and if he does not hear the 
CDUnteisign, he brings the intruder to a 
It is for this surprising fidelity and 
mtegrity that his influence has been so 
id sure, alid permanent, upon the 
Bitellectual life of Ibe young men of New 
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Eugland ; and of OM Englauil, loo, 
wbere id Manchester there were reg- 
ular weekly meetings at which his works 
were read. What he said long ago 
in his preface to the American edition 
ofCarlyle's 3fisceUanits, that they were 
papers which had spoken to the young 
men of the time " with an emphasis that 
hindered them from sleep," is strikingly 
, true of his own writings. His first slim, 
anonymous duodecimo, Nalttre, was 
as fair and fascinating to the royal young 
minds wbo met it in the course of their 
reading, as Egeria to Numa wandering in 
the grove. The essays, orations, and 
poems followed, developing and elaborat- 
ing the same spiritual and heroic philoso- 
phy, applying it to life, history, and 
literature, with a vigor and richness so 
supreme, that not only do many accoiiat 
him our truest philosopher, but others 
acknowledge him as our most character- | 
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much and what kind of influence the 
placid scenery of Concord has exercised 
upon hia mind. " I chide society, I em- 
solitude " lie says ; " and yet I am 
> ungrateful as not to see the wise, 
lovely, and the noble minded, as from 
time to time they pass my gate." It is 
not difficult to understand his fondness 
for the spot. He has been always famil- 
iar with it, always mote or less a resident 
the village. 

Bom in Boston, npoa the spot where 
Chauncey Place Chuteb now stands, 
of his youth was passed in the Old 
se, which was built by his grand- 
father, and in which his father was bom ; 
and there he wrote Nature. From the 
tuagniflcetit adnilratiou of ancestral Hiig- 
(laiid, he was glad to return to quiet 
incord, and to acres which will not 

The Swiss sigh for their mountains ; 

the Nubians pine for their desert 

IS. Those who are born by the sea 

; annually to return , and lo rest their 
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eyea upon its living horizon. Is it be- J 
cause tbe eaiUest impressions, made I 
wlien the mind is most plastic, are most I 
ilurable, or becatise youth ia tbat golden 
age bounding tUe confines of memory, 
and floating forever an alluring mirage j 
as we recede farther from it ? 

Theimaginaliou of the man whore 
the solitary pastures of Concord, or floats I 
dreamily down its river, will easily s 
its landscape upon Emerson's pages, | 
" That country is fairest, "he says, "w 
is inhabited by tLe noblest minds." 

And although that idler upon the 
may have leaned over tbe Medite 
from Genoese and Neapolitan villas, ( 
have glanced down the steep, greeti I 
valley of Sicilian Enna, or walked the 
shores where Cleopatraand Helen walked, j 
yet the chatni of a landscape which is 
felt, rather than seen, will be imperish- 
able. " Travelling is a Fool's Paradise," 
says Emerson, But he passed Concord's 
gates to learn that lesson. His writings, 
however, have no imported air. If there 
40 
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be something Oriental in his philosophy 
and tropical in his imagination, they 
have yet the strong flavor of his Mother 
Earth, the underived sweetness of the 
open Concord sky, and the spacious 
breadth of the Concord horizon. 
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His youth was innocent ; his riper a^ 
Marked with some act of goodness every day ; 

And watched by eyes that loved him, calm and 
sage, 
Faded his late declining years away. 

Meekly he gave his being up, and went 

To share the holy rest that waits a life well spent. 

The Old Man's Funeral. 
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The»^ is a teuder tribute to tlie mem- 
ory of Mrs. Kirkland, written by Mr. 
Bryant at the lime of licr death, in 1864. 
"A beatiUful soul," wrote the Editor of 
The Posl . . . "one whom I ■was 
proud, to call my friend." 

In the sketch presented here, friend 
writes of friend. Mr, Bryant had done 
mucb in bringing IVtra. Kirkland's books 
before the public, and it was meet that 
gratitude aud affection should flow when 
she took up her pen to write of him. 
Dut Bryant's name deserves all the good 
and gracious things that Mrs. Kirkland 
says, and if Mr. Bryant's jadgnieut was a 
bit blinded by friendship when he called 
Mrs. Eirkland's books "sublime" and 
" ilnniortal," why, what boots it? Love 
is ever blind and friendship is quite uear- 
siglited — and I am glad. 

E. II. 
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;ver Uiere were poet of whom it is 
lot necessary to ask whether lie lives 
n town or country, it is Mr. Bryant. 
Not evcTi Bums gives more unmistakable 
signs of the inspiration of rural sights 
and sounds. Winds breathe soft or louil ; 
sunshine or shadow flits over the land- 
scape; leaves rustle and birds sing whei- 
ever his verses are read. The ceiliny 
overhead becomes a forest with green 
boughs waving ; the carpet turus to fresh 
grass, aud the air we breathe is moist and 
Jragrant with mosses and hidden si 



• Written io I8S3 for 






J^tBant 



No need orcarryiiig the book out-of-doora j 
to aid the illusion ; its own magic is i 
sistible, and brings out-of-doors wherever I 
it goes. Here is a mind whose 

Toseire occasion of poetic pomp. 
But genuine— 

and Buch as c^ould not be excited or 31 
fied with pictures of wliat it lovea. 

It is consistent, therefore, when we find 
the poet's home a great, old-time m 
sion, so embosomed in trees and vines that \ 
wc can hardly catch satisfactory glimpses 
of the bay on wliich it lies, through the 
leafy windows, of which an overhanging 
roof prolongs the shade. No greener, qui- 
eter, or more purely simple retreat can be 
found ; none with which the owner and 
his tastes and occupations are more in 
keeping. It would be absurd to say that 
all appearance of show or style is care- 
fully avoided for it requires very little 
observation to perceive that these are 
absent from tlie place simply because 
they never entered its master's miad. 
4S 
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I suppose if anything could completely 
displease Mr. Bryant witli this beloved 
home, it would be the addition of any 
outward costliuess, or even elegance, 
calculated to attract the attention of the 
passing stranger. Friend Richard Kirk 
— a Quaker of the Quakers, if he may be 
judged by hia works — little thought, 
nfaen be built this great, ample, square 
dwell ing-pl nee, in the lap of the hills, in 
1787, that be was fashioning the house 
of a poet— one worthy to be spared when 
temple and tower went to the ground, 
because it is the sanctuary of a priest of 
Nature. 

Whether auy captain, or colonel, or 
knight in arms did space it, from a pro- 
phetic insight into its destination, we 
cannot tell; but there was wild work in 
its vicinity, and stories of outrages perpe- 
trated by " cow-boys " and other desper- 
adoes are still fresh in old families. The 
wide region still called Hempstead was 
then inhabited for the most part b}- loy- 

ists, devoutly attached to the parent 
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goremmetit, and soliciions, by n 
town meetings passiit» loyal resolutions, 
and con veil lions denouncing the spirit 
of rebellion against " his m 
majesty, King George the Third," to pot I 
down the dangerous agitation that began ' 
to Uneaten " onr civil and religions lib- I 
erties, which can only be secured by oar 
present constitution " ; and this north- 
ern part or the towoship, in particular, 
held many worthy citizens mho felt it 
their duty to resist to the last the unhal- 
lowed desire of the people to govern 
themselves. 

In September, 1775, an oBicial reports , 
thafwithoutlheassislanceof Col. Lash- | 
er's battalion " be " ^hall not be able, in 
Jamaica and Hempstead, to carry the J 
resolutions of Congress into exeeutii 
as " the people conceal all their a 
that are of any valne." The disaffection 1 
of the district was considered important I 
enough to justify a special t 
from Congress, then sitting at Philadel- 1 
phia, requiring the resislants to deliver 1 
50 
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IS and ammunition on oalb, as 
peisona "incapable of resolving to live 
and die freemen, and more disposed to 
quit their liberties than part witb the 
small portion of their property that maj- 
be necessary to defend Ibem." 

This seems to have had the desired ef- 
fect, for the people not only brought iu 
their arms, but were "much irritated 
with those who had led them to make 
opposition," says a contemporary letter. 
The lovers of peace and plenty, rather 
than commotion and scanty harvests, 
were, however, still so numerous iu 
Queen's County, that on the 2ist of Oc- 
tober, 1776, about thirteen hundred free- 
holders presented a most bumble petition 
to Lord Howe, entreating tiat be would 
" declare the Coun ty in the peace of His 
Uajesty," and denouncing "the infatu- 
ated conduct of the Congress," as having 
"blasted their hopes of returning peace 
and security." Among the names ap- 

. y ndetl to this petition we find that of 

B&ibM'dKirk,— aloverofcD'mfort, doubt- 
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I lets, like his brethren in general,- 
who. when once the drum had ceased to 
outrage the mild echoes of that Quaker 
, relnrncJ to iis fanning or his 
wdiie, and in dne season. beii« 
id, founded the snbstantial dwell- 
H known as Spring Bank, destined 
to last for into the time of freedom and 
Esfet}-, and to prove, in thes* latter days, 
fit harbor for n poet whose sympathies 
arc anywhere bnt with the sign^s of that 
humble petition. 

The boose stands at th« foot of a woody 
bin, wbkrb sbelleis it on tbe east, lactng 
Hetnstt«il Hubor, to which the Sood^ide 
Si«c« tbe wfftaruux of a lake, b 
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is divided by an irregular embaakment, 
afibrdiog room for a plantation of shade- 
trees and fine shrubbery. Here again 
Friend Richard was doing what he little 
tiiought of; for his only intention was to 
build a paper-mill— one of the earliest in 
the United States, whose miicf 1 for many 
a year furnished employment to the out- 
let of the pond. The mill was burnt once 
and again — by way of liint, perhaps, that 
beauty is use enough, — and the visitor 
cannot but hope it will never be rebuilt. 
The village at the head of the harbor 
was long called North Hempstead, but 
as there were already quite Hempsteads 
enough in Queen's County to perplex 
fature topographers, the iuhabitauts 
united in desiring a more distinctive 
title, and applied to Mr. Bryant for his 
aid itl choosing one. This is nut so easy 
a matter as it seems at first glance ; and 
in defect of all express guidance in the 
history of the spot, and desiring, too, a 
name at once musical in itself end agree- 
able in its associations, Mr. Bryant pro- 
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pcaed Roslyn,- — \he town aanalB dec 
ing that wlicti the Bntisli evacuBted t 
island in 17S1, "The Sixtieth, or Rojal 
American Regiment, marched 1 
Hempstead to the tune of Roslya t 
tie." The name is not too rom 
the place, for a more irregular, pirtim»J 
esque cluster of houses can hardly t 
found, perch ed here and ther 
hillsides, embowered in foliage, and loak> 
iag dowu upon a chain of pretty litt] 
lakes, on the outlet of which, overhangi) 
ing the upper point of the barfaor, is 
old-fashioned mill with its pretty r 
occesBories, One can hardly believe thiji 
a bit of Long Island, which is by no meauftB 
famed for romantic scenery. 

After Richard Kirk's time, other Qual 
ers in succession became proprietors a 
the great farm-bouse and the little papeT-^ 
mill, but at length they were purchase^ 
byjoseph W. Moulton, Esq., author 
history of New York, who, nol 
the plainness of the original style, 
rounded the house with square colutnti| 
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I heavy cornice. These help to shade 
a wide and ample piazz^i, shut in still 
more closely by tall trees and clustering 
vines, so that from within, the house is 
one bower of greenery, and the hottest 
sun of July leaves the ample hall and 
large rooms cool and comfortable. 

The library occupies the northwest 
comer — and we need hardly say that 
of all the house this is the most attrac- 
tive spoi, uot only because, besides ample 
store ofbooks. it is supplied with all that 
can minister to quiet and lefiQed pleas- 
ure, but because it is, par excellence, 
the haunt of tlie poet and his friends. 
Here, by the great table covered with 
periodicals and literary novelties, with 
f.hesoft, ceaseless music of rustling leaves, 
and the singing of birds making the si- 
lence sweeter, the summer visitor may 
fancy himself in the very woods, onlj- 
with a deeper and more grateful shade. 
And when wintry blasts are piping loud 
aud the whispering leaves have changed 
to whirling ones, a bright wood-fire lights 
55 



JSri2ant 

the home sceue, enhanced in comfort by 
the inhospitable sky without; and tbe 
domestic lamp calls about it a smiling or 
musing circle, for whose conversation or 
silence the shelves around afford excellent 
material. The collection of books is not 
larv^\ but widely various ; Mr. Bryant's 
tiistes and pursuits leading him throngb 
the entire ntnge of literature, from the 
l-athers to Shelley, and from Courier to 
Jean l\iuU In German. French, and 
Sjvxixish he is prv»t\cient, and Italian he 
njavls wiih ease : so all these languages 
are^ well r^prx^^ented in the library. He 
tunis UAtuniUy fn>m the driest treatise on 
pv>li:ics or ^x^Ihical economy to the wild- 
et^ iv»xuAuce or the moest tender poem, 
bAppy in A powirr of enjoying all that 
5t^uxtfcs h*ii CTtNAted or indctstry at^nered 

Tbe Ubnry hjt? not. how^v^r. pom^er to 
k<w Mr. Kry-xat rrvci th<e delvis. tat which 
be^ s«^ek:j: hcjuxh jtriv.1 rZevjsjatr^ a litr^^e part 
^"^ exxf ry vUy ti^^ v» eriitociil «latics al- 
Ww ^uax ^> possj jix iLoaae. T*> expfcx^ 
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his ferm, entering inio the minutest de- 
tails of its cultivatiou ; to tliread the 
beautiful woodland hill back of tbe house, 
making winding paths and shady seats to 
overlook the water or eommand the dis- 
tant prospect ; tolaboriu the garden with 
the peraeverance of an enthusiast — these 
ought, perhaps, to be called bis favorite 
occnpationa ; for as literature has been 
the business of his life, these out-door 
pleasures have all the t-hami of contrast 
together with that of relaxation. 

And it is under the open sky, and en- 
gaged in rural matters, that Mr. Bryant 
is seen to advantage, that is, in his true 
character. It is here that tbe a-raenily and 
natural sweetness of disposition, soine- 
;s clouded by the cares of life and the 
untoward circumstances of business iu~ 
lercourse, shine gently forlh under the 
influetices of Nature, so dear to the heart 
and tranquilizing to the spirits of her 
child. Here the eye puts ou its deeper 
andaofter lustre, and the voice modulates 
itself to the tone of alTectiou, sympathy, 
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isd enjoymeiit. Little cbildicn cluster 
about the grave nisa's steps, or cHmb bis 
sboutdeis in 1 riamph ; and serenest eyes 
meet lib iu fullest eon6deiice. finding 
there none of the sternness of which 
rasunl observers sometimes complin. 
It seems almoet a pitv that other nalks 
shonhl ever draw him hence ; bot periiapG 
the contrast between garden walks and 
city pavements is reqaired for t 
tiun and dnnbility of raral plei 
There can tunllT be found a 
bas tried activie life for GRj j^ns, ) 



ptmcrved « 



I entiiT and resolute a s 



{dicity of chanctFT and hatnts ■ 
Bnut. N« one am be less a man 



■ ^nte of a lai^e shsie ^ 



WortA^tmd and cxtensiiT 



tarf uri w, and a poavr of Imag m 
ckncd at wilt. sMyaccwMthipaitIi 
total WlnK of politics, sodtty. or 
tiM la iatraducc aaTtUvg aitiicial ■ 



&ce opposition, and by iniherent self-re- 
spect to adbere tc individual tastes in 
apite of fashion or convention. 

And the simplicity whicli is the result 
of high coltivatiou is so much more po- 
tent than that which arises only from ig- 
norance, that it may be doubted whether, 
if Mr, Bryant had never left his native 
village of Cummiiigton, in the heart of 
Massachusetts, he would have been as 
free from all sophistication of taste and 
manners as at present. It is with no 
sentimental aim that I call him the chUd 
of Nature, but because he is one of the 
few who, by their docility and devotion, 
show that they are not ashamed of tb« 
great Mother or desirous to exchange her 
rale for something more fashionable or 

The father of Mr. Bryant was a man 
of taste and learning— a physician and an 
habitual student ; and his mother — not to 
discredit the general law which gives able 

pf excellent understanding and high char- 
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Bcter, remarkable for judgment and dM 
cision as for faittafdlness to her domestic I 
duties. And here, ia tbis little village j 
of Curamington , — where William Cullett I 
Bryant was bom in 1794,— be began at I 
ten years of age lo write verses, whicli I 
were printed iu the Northamptor 
paper of that day— the Hampshire Go- ] 
zette. A year earlier he bad written | 
rbymes, which his father crititised and | 
taugllt him to correct. 

Precocity like this Loo often disap. ] 
points its admirers, but Bryant went on 1 
without faltering, and at fourteen wrote 1 
a satirical poem called tbe EtHbargo, : 
wKich is, perhaps, one of tbe ma 
derful perforraatices of the kind on record. I 
We know of nothing to compare witb itJ 
except tbe achievements of Chatterton, 

Here are a few of the lines— would yos 
think a child penned them? 



B'enwlii 



ID urge her claim, 



applause from yonder 



HaianguM aloua, and 
To adulation tunes his 
And SUES, successful, S 



b blockhead's 



Tbis poem was published in cotnpauy 
trith a few shorter ones, at Boston, in 
1808. A sliort time afterwarf! the author 
entered Williams College, andgreatlydis- 
tingnished himself during two years, at 
the end of which time he obtained an 
honorable (lischarge, intending to com- 
plete bis education at Yale — a design 
which was, however, never carried into 
effect. He studied law, Erst wth Judge 
Howe of Washington, afterwards with 
Mr. William Baylies of Bridgewater, and 
in 1S15 was admitted to the bar at Ply- 
mouth, He practised la(^ a siugle year 
at Plainfield, near his ualive plate, and 
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then removed (o Great Barringtoo, ia 
Berksliire, where, in 1S21, be tnarried 
Miss Prances Fairchild, wliose portrait 
is exquisitely shadowed forth, to those 
who know her, in that tenderest, most 
domestic, and most personal poem that 
Bryant ever wrote, The Future Life. ~ 
the whole range of Eughsh literal 
therj can hardly be found so delicate ai 
touching a tribute to feminine excellence 
— a husband's testimony after twentj 
years of married life, not exempt frosi 
toils and trials. 

The poem of Thanalopsis was 
in i8i2, when the writer was eightee 
I once heard a family friend say t 
when Dr. Bryant showed a copy tc 
well qualified to judge of such tfaiagt 
saying simply: "Here are some 1 
tbat our William has been writing," 
lady read the poem, raised her eyes t 
the father's face, and burst into 
which tbat father, a somewhat stem a 
silent man, was not ashamed I 
And no wonder ! It must have seemed d 
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mystery, as well as a joy, that iu a quiet 
country life, in tie heart of eigbteen, liad 
grown up thoughts that even iu boyhood 
shaped themselves into solemn harmo- 
nies, majestic as the diapason of ocean, 
fit for a temple-service beneath the vault 
of heaven. 

The poem of the Water Fowl was 
written two years after, while Mr. Bryant 
was reading law at Bridgewater, These 
verses, which are in tone only less solemn 
than Tkanalopsu, while they show a 
graphic power truly remarkable, were 
suggested by the actual sight of a solitary 
water-fowl, steadily flyiag towards the 
northwest at sunset, in a brightly illu- 
mined sky. They were published, with 
Tkanatopsis and the Inscription for the 
Entrance to a Wood, in the North Amer- 
ican Review of the year 1816. 

In iSai Mr. Bryant deli vered the poem 
called 7V;-r,'f^« before the Phi Beta Kappa 
Society at Cambridge. At the suggestion 
of his friends it was published the same 
year, at Cambridge, together with the 
«3 
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tbree poems j'ust nientioned, and a very 
few others, atn-oag wbich was that called 
Green River, which he had a short time 
before contributed to the Id!e Man, I 
in course of publication by his friend DatiJ 
In 1834 Mr. Bryant wrote a considel 
able number of papers for the Lilera 
Gazette, published in Boston ; and itf9 
1B25, by the advice of his excellent aadl 
lamented friend, Henry D. Sedgwick, 1 
removed to New York, and became o 
of the editors of the New York Revi 
in conjuncliou with Heuryjames Andetl 
son. At the eTid of six months this gef 
tleman, between whom and Mr. Bryat 
there has ever since subsisted a 
friendship, was appointed Professor ( 
Mathematics in Columbia College, 
Ro1>ert C Sands took his plac 
ciate editor of the Review. The Reviei^ 
however, was not destined to as longa! 
life as it deserved— the life of Reviews as 
well as of men depending upon a multi- 
tude of contingencies— and at the end of 
the year Mr. Bryant was euga( 
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assistant editor of the Ez-ening Post. Thfi 
nest year lie became one of the proprie- 
tors of that paper, and has so continued 



In 1S27, and the two ^ears next suc- 
ceeding, he found time to contribute a 
considerable share of the matter of an 
anuual of superior character, called the 
Talisman, the whole of whkli was writ- 
ten by three persons— Sands, Verplanck, 
and Bryant. He also fumisheil several 
stories for a publication called Tales of 
the Glauber Spa, published by the Har- 
pers. The other wrilers were Miss Sedg- 
wick, Paulding, Sanda, Verplanck, and 
IiCggett. Mr. Bryant'scontributious were 
The Skeleton's Cave and Medfield. 

The liTSt general collection of his works 
■was in 1832, when he gave to the world 
in one voiunie all the poems he was will- 
ing to acknowledge. His publisher was 



Mr. Elan 



1 of 



whose sterling goodness Mr. Bryant loves 
to speak, as eminent for esemplary liber- 
ality ill dealings, and for n most kind and 
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generous disposition. It was for him tl 
the Talisman was written. 

In 1834 Mr. Bryant sailed witli his fam-^ 
ily to Europe, leaving the Evening JF\isl 
in the charge of his friend LeggetL Hi« 
residence abroa-d was mostly in Italy and 
Germany, both of which countries he 
found loo interesting for a mere glance. 
Here the pleasure aud improvement of 
himself and his family would have do>J 
tained him full three years— the allotted.^ 
period of his sojourn abroad— but n 
of Mr. Leggett's illness, and of some di»>fl 
advantage arising from it in the affairH'l 
of the paper, compelled him to ri 
home suddenly in 1S36, leaving his 
ily to follow at more leisure under thei 
care of Mr. Longfellow, who hod been ] 
abroad at the same time. The business 
aspect of the Post was unpromising 
enough at this juncture, but sound judg- 
ment and patient labor succeeded, in time, 
in restoring it to the prosperous condition 
which it has enjoyed for half a century. 

In 1843 appeared The Foiinlain,g;[a.-<icij J 
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laweet, like its predecessors, and breath- 
E ing of Nature and green fields, in spite 
I of editorial and pecuniary cares. In 1S43, 
I Ur. Bryant tefresbed bimself by a. visit 
W to the Sontbern States, and passed a few 
ft-Veeks in Florida. Tlie White-Footed 
' Deer, with several other poems, was pub- 
lished a year after. lu 1S45, Mr. Bryant 
visited England, Scotland, and the Sbet- 
I land Isles foe the first time ; and during 
kthe DeKt year a new colleeticn was made 
s poems, with the outward garnish 
■ of mechanical elegance, and also numer- 
ous illustrations by Leutze. This edition, 
published at Philadelphia, is enriched 
with a beautiful portrait by Cheney — the 
best, in our opinion, ever yet published. 
This graceful and delicate head, with its 
£ne, classic outline, iu which taste and 
sensitiveness are legible at a glance, has 
B singular resemblance to the engraved 
portraits of Rubens, taken in a half-Span- 
ish hat of wavy outline, such as Mr. Bry- 
ant is fond of wearing in bis wood-rambles. 
^^dd the hat to this ex<]uisite miniature 
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(if Cbraey'a, iiad we bave Rnbeus c 
plcle — an odJ enough resemblance, when I 
wo contrast the productions of Ibe painter 1 
and the poet. 

Only one still more cbaracteriatic and 1 
perfect likeness of Bryant exists— ^the ftUl- , 
length lu Durand's picture of the poet I 
Blondiag with bis friend Cole— the emi- 
nent Inndaeapfspainter — among the Cats- 
kill woods and waterfalls. This picture 
ia porliculnrly to be prized, not only for 
the sweetness and truth of its general 
execution, but because il gives us tbe 
poet and the painter where tbey loived 
best to be, and just as tbey were when 
under the geni«I inSnence and in the J 
cooiplcte ease i>t sach scenes. Socb j 
tUKra are half bji^rapbies. 

lu t84S0oledi«d.tucd Mr BiTaBt,& 
a fttll heart. pruoouBcml his (tmeral a 
tioa. t-ttTMtshipKi traJy ihc «ia« oftte J 
I iT'if ■iil'^nli III! I Tiliiii jfiiirfj 
UMt. Bnautci 
temtK. it b not 
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Ids frieiids more carefully ; none prices 
them dearer, or values their society more 
— none does them more generous anddeli- 
cale justice. Such attachment cannot 
afford to he indiscriminate. 

March, 1B49, saw Mr, Bryant in Cuba, 
and iu the summer of tlie same year he 
visited Europe for the third time. The 
letters written during his various journeys 
and voyages were collected and published 
in the year 1850 by Mr. George Palmer 
Putnam. They comprise a volume em- 
bodying a vast amount of practical and 
poetic thought expressed with the united 
modestyand good sense that so emiuently 
characterize every production of Mr, 
Bryant ; not a superfluous word, not an 
empty or a showy remark. As a writer 
of pure, manly, straightforward English, 
Mr. Bryant has few equals and no supe- 



In the beginning of 1852, oa the occa- 
sion of the public commemoration held 
in honor of the genius and worth of James 
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ment to be erected ia New York to that \ 
great American novelist, Mr. Bryant i 
pronounced a discourse oa his life and J 
writings, marked hy the warmest appre- | 
ciation of his claims to the remembranct 
and gratitude of bis country. Sonie even 
of Mr. Cooper's admirers objected that ] 
the poet had assigned a higher niche to 
his oid friend than the nest century will ' 
be willing to award him ; if it be so, 
haps the peculiarly manly and bold char- | 
acter of Cooper's mind gave him an 
unsuspected advantage iu Mr. Bryant's 
estimation. He looked upon him, it may | 
be, as a rock of truth and courage in the i 
midst of a fiuctuating sea of dilletant' | 
ism and time-serving, and valued him I 
with unconscious reference to this par- 
ticular quality, so rare and precious. 
But the discourse was an elegant produc- 
tion, and a new proof of the generosity 
with which Mr. Bryant, who never courts 
praise, is disposed to accord it. 

Mr. Bryant's habits of life have a smack 
of asceticism, although he is the disciple < 
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various forms, clai 
world in that direction, 
familiar to bis lips than nine. He eats 
Bparingljr of animal food, but he is by no 
means afraid to enjoy roast goose lest he 
should outrage the names of his ances- 
tors, like some modem enthusiasts. He 
loves music, and hi s ear is finely attuned 
to the varied harmonies of wood and 
wave. His health is delicate, yet be is 
very seldom ill ; his life laborious, yet 
carefully guarded against excessive and 
exhausting fatigue. He is a man of rule, 
but none the less tolerant of want of 
method in others ; strictly self-governed, 
but not prone to censure the nnwary or 
the weak-willed. In religion he is at 
once catholic and devout, and to moral 
excellence no soul boTcs lower. 

Placable we can pertiaps baldly call 
hini, for impressions on bis mind aie al- 
most indelible ; but it may with the strict- 
est truth be said, that it requires a great 
or a great uuworthiness, to make 
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an enemy of him, so sLrong ia his sense 
of justice. Not iimid the bustle and dust 
of the political arena, cased in armor of- 
fensive and defensive, is a champion's 
more intimate self to he estimated, but | 
in the pavilion or the bower, where, : 
rohes of ease, and with all professional i 
ferocity laid aside, we see his natnral i 
form and complexion, and hear in placid j 
aod domestic tones the voice so lately I 
thundering above llic light. 

So we willingly follow Mr. Bryant to I 
Hoslyn ; see him musing on the pretty I 
rural bridge that spans tbe fish-pond ; 
taking the oar in his daughter's fairy 
boat ; or pruning his trees ; or talking I 
over farming matters with his neighbors 
or — to return to the spot whence we se 
out some time ago— sittiug calm and J 
happy in that pleasant library, surrounded I 
hy the friends he loves to drawabout him, 
or listening to the prattle of infant voices, 
quite as much at home there as nnder | 
their own more especial roof — his daugh- 
ter's — within the same enclosure. 
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n person Mr. Bryant is tall, slender, 
srmmetrical, and well-poised ; in carriage 
eminently fltm and self-poaaessed. He is 
fond of long rural walks and of gymnas- 
tic exercises — on all which his health de- 
pends. Poetical composition tries him 
severely— so severely that his efforts of 
that kind are necessarily rare. His are 
no holiday verses ; and those who nrge 
his producing a long poem are, perhaps, 
proposing that lie should, iii gratifying 
their admiration, build for himself a 
monument with a crypt beneath. 

Let us rather content ourselves with 
aslting " a few more of the same," espe- 
cially of the later poems, in which, cer- 
tainly, the poet trusts his Tellows with a 
nearer and more intimate view of his 
inner and peculiar self than was his wont 
in earlier times. Let him more and more 
give a human voice to woods and waters ; 
and, in acting as the accepted interpreter 
of Nature, speak fearlessly- to the heart 
as well as to the eye. His countrymen 
er more disposed to hear him 
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with delight; for since the public de- 
mand for his poems has placed a copy 
in every house in the land, the taste for 
them has steadily increased, and the na- 
tional pride in the writer's genius be- 
come a generous enthusiasm, which is 
ready to grant him an apothesis while he 
lives. 
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With the benevolent mission of Gaaca then the 
historian of the Conquest may be permitted to 
terminate his labors,— with feelings not unlike 
those of the traveller, who, having long jour- 
neyed among the dreary forests and dangerous 
defiles of the motintains, at length emerges on 
some pleasant landscape smiling in tranquillity 

and peace. 

Conquest of Pgru, 
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FOREWORD 



Mr. George S. Hillarii, who wrote this 
essay ia 1852, was a lawyer with a liking 
for letters. He was a personal friend of 
Mr. Prescott's, and such aa admirer of the 
historian's work that when lie published 
unsigned articles, people often said 
"Prescott"— and then was Mr. Hillard 
greatly pleased. His style is as broadly 
geceroos and calmly flowing as the 
Niagara just below the Falls ; only a 
Lake Erie of words, aud & cataract of 
ideas could supply it. And if he chose 
to speak of a man's mother as his "im- 
mediate maternal ancestor,'' or a boat- 
ride as "an aquatic excursioD " it surely 
was hia legal right 

E. H. 
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THS true idea af a borne includes 
something more tbaa a place to live 
in. It involves elements wkich ate 
intangible and imponderable . It means a 
particular spot in which the mind is de- 
veloped, the character trained, and the 
a£Fectioiis fed. It supposes a chain of 
association, by which mute material forms 
are linked to certain, states of thoughts 
and moodsof feeling, so that our joys and 
sorrows, our struggles aud triumphs, are 
chronicled on the walls of a house, the 
trmik of a tree, or the walks of a garden. 
• Written in i8s3 ibr Putnam's Homii nfA meri- 
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Itmay pefSODS ai« so uohappj' as t 
thiDngli life withoDt these sweet infln- 
enccs. Their Iitcs are vandeiiiig and 
notfudic, BDd tbor tempco-aiy plac«s of 
shelter arc mac tents, tbongli built of 
brick or wood. The btide is bronglit 
home to oae boose, the cldld is bom in 
aoottier, and dies in a third. As wcwalk 
throogh the nneipressive squares of one 
of oar cities, a nd mark their dreaiy mo- 
notony of fiont, and their ever-cbanging 
door-plates, how few of these houses are 
there that present themselves to the eye 
with anv of these sj-mbols and indications 
of home. These, we saj- instinctively, 
itre mere panlldogranis of air, with sec- 
tions and dtvisioas at n^nlar intervals, 
in wlucb men may eat and sleep, but not 
live, in the large meaning of the teno. 

But a conntry-honse, however small 
and plain, if it be onlj well placed, as in 
ibe shadow of a patriarchal tree, ot on 
the banks of a stream, or is a hollow of a 
thelleriu]; hilt, has more of the look of 

i tnaay a costly cily mansion, m 



; fonner, a porti' 
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ter to have remained unchanged ; but, in 
the latter, nature has been slain aud 
buried, and a huge brick monument 
erected to her memory. We read that 
"God setteth the solitary in families." 
The sign iiicance of this lieautiful expres- 
sion dwells in its last word. The solitary 
are not set in hotels or lioarding-houses, 
nor yet in comnmnities or phalansteries, 
but in families. The burden of solitude 
is to be lightened by household affections, 
and not by mere aggregation. True so- 
ciety — tliat which the liearl craves and 
the character uccda — is only to be found 
at home, and wbat are called the cares 
of house-keeping, from which so many 
selfishly and indolently shrink, when 
lighted by mutual forbearance and un- 
pretending self-sacrifice, become occasion 
of endearment and instruction of moral 
and spiritual growth. 
I The partial deprivation of sight under 



I 



^tescott 



wliich Sir. Prescott has long labored, is 
uow a (act in literary historj- nlmosl as 
well known as the blindness of Milton 
or the lameness of Scott Indeed, 
manj magnify in their thoughts the 
extent of bis loss, and picture to them- 
selves the author of "Ferdinand and 
Isabella " as a venerable personage, 
entirely sightless, whose "dark steps" 
reqnire a constant "gniding hand," and 
are greatly surprised when they see this 
ideal image tiausformed into a fignte re- 
taining a more than common share of 
yoDthful lightness of movement, and a 
countenance full of freshness and anima- 
tion, which betrays to a casual observa- 
tion no mark of visual imperfection. 
The weight of this trial, heavy indeed to 
a man of literary tastes, has been bal- 
anced in Mr. Presectt's case by great 
nunpensations. Hehasbeenhappyin the 
bome he baa made for himsel f, and happy 
in the troops of loving and svmpathmttg 
I whom fae has gather^ aroond 



He li 



1 been happy in the e«^y 
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n of that leisure which has en- 
abled him to j,'ive his whole energies to 
literary labors, without distraction or 
interruption, and most of all, happy in 
his own genial temper, his cheerful spirit, 
his cordial frankness, and that disposition 
to look on the bright side of men and 
things, which is better not only than 
house and land, but than genius and fame. 
It is his privilege, by no means universal 
with successful authors, to he best valued 
where most known; and Lhe graceful 
tribute which his intimate friend, Mr. 
Ticknor, has paid to him, in the preface 
to his Hiilory of Spanish Literature, that 
his " honors will always be dearest to 
those who have best knowa the discdnr- 
Bgements under which tbey have been 
woo, and the modesty and gentleness 
with which they are worn," is but an ei- 
pression of the common feeling of all 
those who know him. 

To come down to smaller matters, Mr. 
Prescott has been fortunate iu the merely 
local influences which have helped to 
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train bis mind and cUaracter. His lines 
bave fallen to him in pleasant places. 
His father, who removed from Salem to 
Boston when lie himself was quite young, 
lived for many years in a house in Bedford 
Street, now swept away by the march of 
change, the effect of which, in a place of 
limited extent like Boston, is to crowd 
the population into constantly narrowing 
spaces. II was one of a class of houses 
of which but few specimens are now left 
in our densely settled peninsula. 

It was built of brick, painted yellow, 
was square in ibrm, and bad rooms on 
either side of the front door. It had little 
arcLitectural merit and no architectural 
pretension. But it stood by itself, and 
was not imprisoned in a block, had a few 
feet of land het-ween the front door and 
the street, and a reasonable amount of 
breathing-space and elbow-room at the 
sides and in the rear, and was shaded by 
some fine elms and horse-chestnuts. It 
had a certain iudividual character and 
eipression of its own. Here Mr. Prescott 
B4 
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the elder, commonly known aud addressed 
in Boston as Judge Prescott, lived from 
1817 to 1844, the year of his death. 

Mr. Prescott the youuger, t be historian, 
upou his marriage, did not leave his 
father's bouse to seek a uew home, but, 
complying with a kindly custom more 
commou iu Burope, at least upon the 
Continent, than in America, continued 
to reside under the paternal roof, the two 
families forming one united and affection- 
ate bousebold, which, in the latter years 
of Judge Prescott's life, presented most 
engaging forms of age, mature life, and 
blooming youth. As Mr. Prescott's circle 
of research grew wider, the house was 
enlarged by the addition of a study, to 
accommodate his books and manuscripts, 
and here fame found him living when she 
came to seek him after the publication of 
the History of Ferdinand and Isabella. 
No one of those who were so fortunate as 
to enjoy the friendship of both tbe father 
and tbe son ever walks by the spotwbere 
this house once stood, without recalling 
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with a mingling of pleasure and of pain 
its substantial and respectablesppearauce, 
its warm ntmospliere of welcome and 
hospitality, and the dignified fonii, so ex- 
pressive of wisdom and of worlb, of that 
admirable person who so long presided 
over It. This bouse was pulled down & ■ 
few years silica, soon after the death offl 
Judge Prescott ; his son having previonsljjB 
removed to the house in Beacon Street^B 
in which be now lives during the winte 

Few authors have ever heeu so rich 11 
dwelling-places as Mr. Prescotl. 
truth is," says be in a letter to Mr. Georg 
P.Putnam, "I have three places of rerf-B 
deuce, amoug v^hich I contrive to distribe 
ule my year. Six mouths I pass in town^ 
where my house is in Beacon Stiec 
looking on the Common, which, as y 
may recollect, is an uncommonly t 
situation, commanding a noble ^ 
land and water." 

There is little in the external aspect a 
this bouse in Beacon Street to distingi 
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it froni others in its immediate vicinity. 
It is one of a continuous but not uniform 
block. It is of brick, painted white, fonr 
stories bigb, aud with one of tbose swelled 
fronts wbicb are cbaracteristic of Boston. 
It bas the usual proporliou and distribu- 
tion of drawing-rooms, diuing-rooni, aud 
cbambers, wbich are fuTuisbed witb un- 
pretending elegance aud adorned with 
some portraits, copies of originals in 
Spain, illustrative of Mr. Prescott's writ- 
ings. Tbe most striking portion of the 
interior consists of an ample library, 
added by Mr. Pcescott to tbe rear of the 
house, and communicating with tbe 
drawing-rooms. It is an apartment of 
noble size aud fine proportions, filled with 
a choice collection of books, mostly his- 
torical, which are disposed in cases of 
richly -veined and highly-pohshed oak. 
This Tooia. which is much used in tbe 
social arrangements of the household, is 
not that in which Mr. Prescott does his 
hard literary work. A much smaller 
apartment, above the library and com- 
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moiiicatiiig with it, is the norking studj 
— an arrangemeat similar to that adopted 
by Sir Walter Scott at Abbotsforf. 

Mr. Prescott's coUection of books has 
been made with, special reference to his 
own departments of inqniiy, and in these 
it is verj rich. It contains manj works 
which cannot be found in any other pri- 
vate library, at least, in this country. 
Besides these, he has a large nnmber of 
manoacriptB, amcuntiog in the aggregate 
to not less than twenty thoosand folio 
pages, illustrative of the periods of his- 
tory treated in his works. These mann- 
scripts have been drawn trom all parts of 
Burope. as well as from the States of 
Spanish origin Ln tliit country. He has 
also maoy curioos and valuable anto- 
graphs. 

Nor is the interest of this apartment 
confined to its books and manuscripts. 
Over the window at the northern end, 
there are two swords suspended, and 
crossed like a pair of clasped hands. 
One of these was borne by Colonel Pres- 
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cott al Bunker Hill, and llie other by Cap- 
tain Linzee, the materDal grandfather of 
Mis. Prescott, who comtnandeJ the British 
Bloop of war Falcon, which was engaged 
in firing upon the American troops on 
that occasion. It is a significant and 
suggestive sight, from which a thought- 
ful mind may draw out a long web of 
reflection. These swords, once waving 
in hostile hands, but now amicably lying 
side by side, symbolize not merely the 
union of famUies once opposed in deadly 
struggle, but, as we hope and trust, the 
mood of peace which is destined to guide 
the two great nations which, like parted 
streams, trace hack their source to the 
same parent fountain. 

On entering the library from the draw- 
ing-room, the visitor sees at first no egress 
except by the door fhrough;«hich he has 
just passed; but, on liis attention being 
called to a particular space in the popu- 
lous shelves, he is. if a reading man, 
attracted by some rows of portly quartos 
and goodly octavos, handsomely bound, 
»9 
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bearing inviling; names, ankcown 
Lowndes or Brunei. On reaclling forth 
bis hand to take one of tbera down, he 
finds that whUe they keep the word of 
promise to the eye. they break it to the 
hope, for the seeming books are nothing 
but strips of gilded leather pasted upon a 
Hat surface, and stamped with titles, in 
the selection of which, Mr. Prescott has 
indulged that playful fancy which, though 
it caa rarely appear in his grave historical 
works, ia constantly animating his corre- 
spondence and conversation. It is, in 
short, a secret door, opening at the touch | 
of a spring, and concealed from observa- 
tion when shut A small winding stair- 
case leads to a room of moderate extent I 
aboTe, so arranged as to give all possible I 
advantage of light to the imperfect eyea I 
of the historian. Here Mr. Prescott gath- 
ers around him the books and manu- 
scripts in use for the particular work c 
which lie may be engaged, and few pet- | 
sons, except himself and his secretary, 



ever penetrate to this studior 
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any city are superior to this. It stands 
directly upon the Common, a beautiful 
piece of ground, tastefully laid out, 
molded into an eshileratiuR variety of 
surface, and only open to the objection 
of being too much cut up by the iutcr- 
Bectiugpaths which the time-saving habits 
of the thrifty Bostonians linve traced 
across it. Mr. Prescott'a house stands 
nearly opposite a small sheet of water, 
to which the tasteless name of Frog Poud 
is so iuveterately fixed by long usage, that 
it can never be divorced from it. Of late 
years, since the introduction of the Co- 
cbituate water, a fountain has been made 
to play here, which throws up an obelisk 
of sparkling silver, springing from the 
bosom of the little lake, like a palm-tree 
from the sands, producing, in its simple 
beauty, a far finer effect than some of the 
costly architectural fancies of Europe. 

Here a beautifiil spectacle may be seeu 
in the long afternoons of June, before the 
midsummer heats have browned the grass, 



when the crystal plutnes of the fountain 



are waving in the breeze, 
yellow hght of the slo^ 
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on the turf, and the Common is sprinkled, 
far and wide, with well-dressed and well- 
mannered crowds— a spectacle in which 
not only the eye bnt the heart also may 
take pleasure, from the evidence which 
it furnishes of the general diffusion of 
material comfort, worth and intelligence. 
Here in the early days of spring, the 
timid crocus and snowdrop peep from 
the soil long before the iron hand of 
winter has been lifted Trom the rest of 
the city. Besidesthe near attraction of 
the Common, which js beautiful in all 
seasons, this part of Boston, from its ele- 
vated position, commands a fine view 6f 
the western horizon, itirluding a range 
of graceful and thickly-peopled hiUs in 
Brookliue and Roxbuty. Our brilliant 
winter sunsets are seen here to the great- 
est Btlvaatage. The whole western sky 
bums with rich metallic lights of orange, 
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yellow, and yellow-green ; the outlines 
of Uie hills in the clear, frosty air, are 
sharply cut against tbis glowing back- 
ground ; the wind-harps of the leafless 
trees send forth a melancholy music, and 
the faint stars stea! out one by one as the 
shrouding veil of daylight is slowly with- 
drawn. A walk at this hour along the 
western side of the Common offers a 
larger amount of the soottiing and eleva- 
ting influences of nature than most dwell- 
ers in cities can command. 

la tbis house in Beacon Street, Mr. 
Prescott lives for about half the year, en- 
gaged in literary research, and finding re- 
lief from his studies in tlie society of a 
5 circle of friends, a precious 
a which no man is more rich. 
Few persons in our country are so exclu- 
sively men of letters. His time and 
energies are not at all given to the excit- 
ing and ephemeral claims of the passing 
hour, but devoted to those calm researches 
the results of wbicb have appeared in his 

blished works. He is strongly social 
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it lo creep over students, 
of youtliful ease and un- 
reserve than most men, whatever be their 
way of life, carry into middle age. He is 
methodical in hia habits of esercise as 
well as of study, and is much given to 
long walks, as in former years lo long 
rides. These periods of exercise, how- 
ever, are not wholly idle. From his de- 
fective sight he has acquired the habit 
(not a very commoii one) of thinking 
■without the pen, and many a smooth 
period has been wrought and polished in 
the forge of th.e brain while in the saddle 
or on foot. 

Tbe occupants of most of the honses in 
that part of Boston where Mr. Prescott 

(he sun of our short-lived summer puts 

off the countenance of a friend, and puts 

" that of a foe, one by one they take 

fli^t. House after house shuts up 

94 
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its green lids, and resigns itself to a three 
or four months' sleep. The owners dis- 
tribute themselves among various places 
of retreat, rural, suburban or marine, 
more or less remote. Mr. Prescott also 
quits the noise, dust and heat of Boston 
at tbis season, and takes refuge for EOtne 
weets in a cottage at Nahant. "This 
place," he writes to the pnblisher, "is a 
cottage— what Lady Emelio e Stuart Wort- 
ley calles in her Travels ' a charming 
country villa ' at Nahant, where for more 
than twenty years I have passed the sum- 
mer months, as it is the coolest spot in 
New England. The house stands on a 
bald cliff, overlooking the ocean, so near 
that in a storm the spray is thrown over 
the piazza, and as it is located on the ei- 
treme point of the peninsula, is many 
miles out at sea. There is more than one 
printed account of Naliaat, which is a re- 
markable watering-place, from the bold 
formation of the coast and its exposure 
to the ocean. It is not a bad place — this 
t citadel — for reverie and writing, 
95 
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with the music of the winds atid n 
incessantlybeatingoii theroetsandbroad | 
beaclies below. Tbisplaceiscalled 'Fitrnl | 
Head,' and Noma's was not wilder." 

The peninsula of Nahant, which Mr. \ 
rrescott has thus briefly described, ■ 
rocky promontory running out to 
from the mainland of I,)tiu, to which, it I 
IB conuectcd hy a. straight beach, 
two or three miles in length, divided into 
two unequal portions by a bold headland 
called Little Nahant. It juts out abruptly, 
in an adventurous and defying way, and 
laid dou'u on a map of a large scale, it 
looks like an outstretched arm with a, 
clenched fist at the end of it. Thus going 
out to sea to battle with the waves on our I 
stormy New England coast, it is built of ' 
the strongest materials which the labora- 
tory of Nature can furnish. It is a sohd 
mass of the hardest porphyritic rock, 
over which a thin drapery of soil is 
thrown. At the southern extremity this 
wall of rock is broken into grand, irregu- 
lar forms, and seamed and scarred witli i 
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the marks of innumerable canfli(?ts. A 
lover of Nature in h.si sterner tooods 
can find few spots of more attraction 
than this presents after a south-easterly 
storm. The dark ridges of the rapid 
waves leap upon the broken cliffs with an 
expression so like that of animal rage, 
that it is difBcult lo believe that they are 
not consciousof whatthey areabout. But 
in an instant the gray mass is broken into 
splinters of suowj spray, which glide and 
hiss over the rocky points and hang their 
dripping and fleecy locks along the sheer 
wall, the dazzling white contrasting as 
Ttvidly with the reddish brown of the 
rock, as does the passionate movement 
with the monumental calm. Oneis never 
weary of watching so glorious a spectacle, 
for though the elements remain the same. 
yet, from their combination, there results 
a constant variety of form and movement. 
Nattlre never repeats herself. As no two 
pebbles on a beach are identical, so uo 
two waves ever break upon a rock in pre- 
cisely the same way. 
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Tbe beach wliieh connects the head- 
land of little Nabant with the mainlatid 
of Lynn, is about a mile and a half long, 
and curved into tlie finest line of beauty. 
At low tide there is a space of some twenty 
or thirty rods wide, left bare by Ibe re- 
ceding waters. This has a very gentle 
iuclination, and having been hammered 
upon so long by tbe action of tbe waves, 
it is as hard and smooth as a marble floor, 
presenting an inviting field for exercise, 
whether on foot, in carriages, or on horse- 
back. Tbe wheels roll over il in silenca 
and leave no indentation behind, and eveD 
the book of a galloping steed mabe bul 
a momentary impression. On a fine 
breeiy afternoon, in the season, when the 
tide is favorable, Ihis beach presents » 
most exhilarating spectacle, for the whole 
gay world of the place is attracted heie ; 
some in carriages, some on horseback, 
and some on Coot. Every kind of car- 
riage that American ingenuity ba *^ ever 
devised is here represented, from tbe old- 
fashioned family coach, with its air of 
93 
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solid, churcli and state respectability, to 
the sporting man's wagon, nbich looks 
like a vehicular taranltilii, all wheels and 
CO body. The inspiriting influence of 
the scene extends itself to both hlpeds 
and quadrupeds. Little boys and girls 
race about on Ihe fascinating wet sand, 
so that their nurses, what with the waves 
and what with the horses' hoofs, are kept 
in a perpetual frenzy of appreheusion. 
Sober pedestrians, taking their "consti- 
tutional " involuntarily quicken their 
pace, as if they were reallj' walking for 
pleasure in the coolness and moisture un- 
der them. Fair equestrians dash across 
the beach at full gallop, their veils and 
dresses streaming on the breeze, attended 
by their own flying shadows in the smooth 
watery mirror of the yellow sands. Let 
the waves cnr! and break in long lines of 
dazzling foam and spring upon the beach 
as if they enjoyed their own restless 
play ; sprinkle the bay with snowy sails 
for the setting sun to linger and play 
and cover the whole with a bright 
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bine sky dappled with drifting clouds, 
and all these elements make np so ani- 
mating a scene, tliat a man must be very 
moody or very apathetic not to feel bis 
beart grow ligbter as he gazes upon it. 

The position of Nabant, and its con- 
venient distance from Boston, makes it b 
place of much resort in tbe bot mouths 
of Sammer. Tlierc are many hotels and 
boarding-houses ; and also a large num- 
ber of cottages, occupied for tbe most 
part by families, tbe beads of which come 
up to town every day and return in tbe 
evening. Tbe climate and scenery are so 



marked, that tbey give ri; 


ie to very de- 




LounceNahant 


delightful, but some do a 


ot hesitate to 


call it detestable. No plac 


■e can be more 


marine and less ratal. 


There are no 


woods and very few trees 


i. There are 


none but ocean sights and 


ocean sounds. 



It is like being out at sea in a great ship 
that does not rock. As every wind blows 
off the bay. the temperature of the air is 
very low, and (be clear green water looks 
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cold enoush in a hot August uoon to 
make one's teetli chatter, so that it re- 
quires some resolution to venture upon a. 
bath, and still more to repeat tlie experi- 
ment. The characteristic climate of Na- 
hant may be observed in one of those 
days not uncommon on the coast of New 
England, when a sharp east wind sets in 
after a hot morning. Th-e sea turns up a 
chill steel-blue surface, and the air is so 
cold that it is not comfortable to sit still 
in the shade, while the sky, the parched 
grass, the dusty roads, and the sunshine 
bright anrl cold, like mooulienmB, give to 
Ihe eye a strangely deceptive promise of 
heat. Under the calm light of a broad, 
full moon, Nabant puts on a strange and 
unearthly beauty. The sea sparkles in 
silver gleams, and its phosphoric foam is 
in vivid coutrast with the inky shadows 
of the cliffy. The ships dart away itito 
the luminous distance, lik-e spectral forms. 
In the deep stillness, the sullen plunge 
of the long, breaking waves becomes op- 
to the spirits. The roofs of ihe 
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cottages glitter with spiritnal liglJt, and 
the white lice of the dustj road ia turned 
into a path of pearl. 

The cottage which Mr. Prescott occu- 
pies at Nahact is built of 'wood, tvio 
stories in height and has a spacious piazza 
running round it, which in line weather 
is much used as a supplementary draw- 
ing-room. There is nothing remarkable 
whatever in its estemal appearance. Its 
plain and unassuming aspect provokes 
neither criticism nor admiration. Its situ- 
ation is one of the finest in the whale 
peninsula. It strands npon the estremity 
of a bold, bluff-like promontory, and its 
elevated position gives it the command 
of a verj' wide horizon. The sea makes 
up a large proportion of the prospect, and 
as every vessel that sails into or out of 
the harbor of Boston passes within range 
of the eye, (here is never a moment in 
which the view is not animated by ships 
and canvas. The pier, where the steamer 
which plies between Boston and Nahant, 
lands and receives her passengers, i 
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the Swallow's Cave, one of the sights of 
the place, are bothwitlin a stone's-throw 
of the cottage. 

Mr. Prescott resides at Nshant from 
eight to ten weeks, and fiiid.'i a refreshing 
and restorative influence in its keenly 
bracing sea-air. This, though a season 
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dolence, for he works as many hours 
every day and accomplishes as much, 
here, as in Boston, his rime of study be- 
ing comparatively free from those iuter- 
mptions which iu a busy city will so often 
break into a scholar's seclusion. As his 
life at Nahant falls within the travelling 
season, he receives bere many of the 
strangers who are attracted to his pres- 
ence by his literary reputation aud the 
report of his amiable manners. And 
this tribute to celebrity, exacted in the 
fonn of golden hours from every dis- 
tinguished man in our enterprising aud 
inquisitive age, is paid with a cheer- 
ful good-humor, which leaves no alloy 
in the- recollections of those who have 



tlinB enjoyed the privilege of bis sod- 
Mr. Prescott's second remoTC — for if 
poor Richard's saying be strictly true, he 
is bnmt ont every year — is from Nahant 
to Pepperell, and usually happens early 
in September. His home in Pepperell 
is tltns described by him in a letter to Mr. 
Putnam : 

"Tile place at Pepperell has been in 
the family for more than a century and a 
half, an uncommon event among our 
locomotive people. The house is about 
a century old, the original building hav- 
ing been greatly enlarged by my father 
first, and since hy me. It is here that 
my grandfather, Col. \Vm. Preacott, who 
commanded at Bunker Hill, was bom and 
died, and in the village church-yard he 
lies buried under a simple slab, contain- 
ing only the record of his name and age. 
My father, \Vn:. Prescott, the best and 
wisest of his name, was also bom and 
passed his earlier days here, and. from my 
own infancy, not a year has passed that 
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I have not spent more or less of in these 
shades, now halloweil lo me by the recol. 
lection of happy hours and friends that 
are gone. 

"The place, which is called "The 
Highlands,' consists of some two hundred 
aiid fitly acres, about forty-two miles frotn 
Boston, on the border-line of Massachu- 
setts and New Hampshire. It is a fine, 
rolling country ; aiid the house stands on 
a rising ground that descends with a 
gentle sweep to the Nissitisset, a clear 
and very pretty little river, affording 
picturesque views in its winding course. 
A hold mountain chain on the north- 
west, among which is tile Grand Monad- 
noc, in New Hampshire, makes a dark 
frame to the picture. The land is well 
studded with trees — oak, walnut, chest- 
nut, and maple — distributed in clumps 
and avenues, so as to produce an excel- 
lent effect. The maple, in particular, in 

there, makes a brave show with its gay 
livery wheu touched hy the frost." 



Drescott 



To possess au estate like that at Pep- 
perell, which has come down hy lineal 
descent through several successions of 
owners, all of whom were useful and 
honorable men in their day and genera- 
tion, ia a privilege not common any 
where, and very tare in a country like 
ours, young in years and not fruitful in 
local attachments. Family pride maybe 
a weakness, but family reverence is a 
just and generous sentiment. No man 
can look round upon fields of his own 
like those at Pepperell, where, to a. sug- 
gestive ej-e, the very forms of the land- 
scape seem to have cauglit an expression 
from the patriotism, the public spirit, the 
integrity, and the intelligence which now 
for more than a hundred years have been 
associated with them, without being con- 
scious of a rush of emotions, all of which 
set in the direction of honor and virtue. 

The name of Prescott has now, for 
more than two hundred years, been 
known and honored in Masaachuaetta. 
The first of the name, of whom mention 
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is made, was John Prescott, who came 
to this country in 1640, and settled in 
Lancaster. He was a blacksmith and 
millwright by trade — a man of athletic 
frame and dauntless resolution ; and his 
Btrength and courage were more than 
once put to the proof iu those encounters 
which so often took place betweEU the 
ind the early settlers of New 
He brought with him from 
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perhaps an heirloom descended from 
some ancestor who had fought at Poi- 
tiers, or Flodden-fleld — and whenever the 
Indians attacked his bouse he clothed 
himself in full mail and salliEri out 
against them ; and the advantages he 
b reported to have gained were proba- 
bly quite as much owing to the terror 
inspired by his appearance as to the 
prowess of his arm. 

His grandson, Benjamin Prescott, who 
lived in Groton, was a man of influeuce 
and consideration in the colony of Mass- 
He represented Groton for 
107 
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many years in the colonial legislatnre, 
was a magistrate, and an officer in tlie 
militia. In 1735 he was chosen flgeot of 
the province to maintain their rights in 
a controversy wnth New Hampshire re- 
specting boundo-ry lines, but declined the 
trust on account of not having had the 
small-pox, which was prevalent at the 
time in Ijondon. Mr. Edmund Qniney, 
who was appointed in his place, took the 
disease and died of It. But, in the same 
year, the messenger of fate found Mr. 
Prescott upon his own farm, engaged in 
the peaceful labors of agriculture. He 
died in August, 1735, of a sudden inQam~ 
matory attack, brought ou by over-exer- 
liou, in a bat day, to save a crop of grain 
from an impending shower. He was but 
forty years old at the time of his death, 
and Uie influence be had long enjoyed 
among n comniunity slow to give their 
confidence to the yonog, is an ezpressiTe 
tribute 10 bis cbanctei and u 
ills. He had the further advantage « 
a deified and commanding pew onalitw 
icS 



' pcarance. In 1735, the year of bis death, 
he received a donation of about eight hun- 
dred acres of land from the town of Gro- 
lon for his servies in procuring a large 
territory for them from the General Court, 
and the present family estate in Pepperell 
fonns probably a part of this grant 

His second sou was Col. Wm. Prcscott, 
the commander of the Atnerican forces 
at the Battle of Bunker Hill, who, after 
his father's death, and while he was yet 
in his minority, settled upon the estate 
in Pepperell. and built the house which 
is still standing. Up to the age of forty- 
nine, his life, with the exception of a 
few months' service in the old Freucli 
war, was passed in agriculniral labors, 
and the discharge of those modest civic 

, trusts which the influence of his family, 
and the confidence inspired by his own 
Character, devolved upon him. Joining 

I file army at Cambridge immediately after 
the news of the Concord fight, it was his 
good fortune to secure a permanent place 

_ in history, by commanding the troops of 
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hiB coontry in a battle, to wbidi subse- 
quent events gave a significance greatly 
diaproportioned both to the numbers 
engaged in it and to its immediate results. 
At the end of the campaign of 1776, he 
returned home and resumed his usual 
course of life, which continued uninter- 
rupted, except that be was present as a 
volunteer with General Gates at tHe sur- 
render of Burgoyne, until his death, 1795, 
when he was in his sevenlietli year. He 
was a man of Tigorous mind, not much, 
indebted to the advantages of education 
in early life, though he preserved to the 
last a taste for reading. His judgment 
and good sense were much esteemed by 
the community in which be lived, and 
were always at their service both in 
public and private affairs. He was of a 
generous temper, and somewhat impaired 
bis estate by his libera! spirit and hearty 
hospitality. In the career of Colonel 
Prescott we see how well the training 
given by the institutions of New England 
fits a man for discharging worthily the 
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aitties of war or peace. We see a man 
summoried from the plough, and by the 
accident of war called upon to perform 
an important military service, and in tlie 
exercise of his duty we find him display- 
ing that calm coUTage and sagacious 
judgment which a life in the camp is 
supposed to he necessary to bestow. Nor 



1 his f 



, for . 



the I 



of our revolutionary struggle required 
such men, they were always forthcoming. 
Nor is there any reason to suppose that 
Colonel Prescott, himself, ever looked 
upon bis conduct on the s-eventeenth of 
June as anything to be especially com- 
mended, but only as the petformauce of a 
simple piece of iluty I which could not have 
been put by williont shame and disgrace. 
Judge Prescott, who died in Boston in 
the month of December, 1S44, at the age 
of eighty-two, was the only child of Col- 
onel Prescott, and born upon the family 
estate at Pepperell. His son, in one of 
his quoted letters, speaks of him as " the 
best and wisest of his uauie," It does 
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not become a stronger to their blood to 
confirm or deny a comparative estimate 
like this, but nil wbo knew Judge Pres- 
cott will agree that he must have gone 
very far who would have found a wiser 
or a better man, Hia active life was 
mainly passed in the unambitious labors 
of tlie bar ; a profession which ofteii 
secures to its members a fair share of sub- 
stantial returns and much local influcuce, 
but rarely gives extended or posthniiious 
fame. He had no taste for political life, 
and the few public trusts which he dis- 
charged was rather from a sense of dt'.ty 
than from inclination. 

The town of Pepperell lies in the north, 
em part of the county of Middlesex, 
bordering upou the State of New Hamp- 
shire. Its inhabitants are mostly fanners, 
cultivating their own lands with their own 
hands — a class of men which forms the 
best wealth of a country, the value of 
whom we never properly estimate till 
we have been in regions where they have 
ceased to exist. The soil is of that rea- 
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Bouable aud moderate fertility, c 
in New England, wliich gives constant 
motive to intelligent labor, and rewards 
it with fair returns — a kind of soil very 
favoralile to the growth of the plant, man. 
The character of the scenery is pleasing, 
without any claim to be called striking or 
picturesque. The land rises aud falls in 
a manner that contents the eye, and the 
distant horizon is dignified hy some of 
those high hills to which, in our magnilo- 
quent way, we give the name of mountains. 
The town has the advantage of being 
watered by two streams, the Nashua and 
the NissitisseL The former is a thrifly 
New England river that turns mills, fur- 
nishes water-power, and works for its 
living in a respectable way ; the latter is 
a giddy little stream that does little else 
than look pretty ; gliding through quiet 
meadows fringed with alder and willow, 
tripping and singing over pebbly shal- 
lows, and expanding into tranquil pools, 
gemmed with white water-lilies, the purest 
and most spiritual of flo wers, 
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Mr. Prescott's faim is abont two miles 
from the centre of the town, iu a, region 
which lias more than tbe average ataoiml 
of that quiet beaaty characteristic of New 
En gland scenery. The house stands upon 
rather high ground, and commands an 
eitensive view of a geatly-undulating 
region, most of which is grass land, which 
when clothed in tbe " glad, light green " 
of our early summer, and animated with 
flying cloud-shadows, presents a fine and 
exhilerating prospect As the farm has 
been so long under cultivation, and as 
fcr many years past the claims of taste 
and the harvestsof the eve have not been 
overlooked in ils management, the land- 
scape in the immediate neighborhood rf 
tbe house has a riper and a mellower loafc 
than is usual in the rmal ports of New 
England. At a short distance in froo^ 
on the oppoEite ^de of the tu«d, sloping; 
gently down to the meadows of the '. 
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of tre<s, so that the whole h«s the ai 



a scene in an English park. Tbe mead- 
ows and fields beyond are also well 
supplied witb trees, and the morning and 
evening shadows which fall from these, 
aa well as from the rounded heights, give 
character and expression to tile landscape. 
The house itself has little to distinguish 
it from the better class of New Eng- 
land farm-houses. It wears our common 
uniform of white, with green blinds ; ia 
long ill proportion to its height, and tbe 
older portions bear marks of age. There 
is a piazza, occupying one side and a part 
of tbe front. Since it was first built there 
have been several additions made to it — 
some rec-^nlly, by Mr, Prescott himsdf— 
so that the interior is rambl ing, irregular 
and old-fashioned, but thoroughly com- 
fortable, and hospitably arranged, so as 
to accommodate a large number of guests. 
These are sometimes more numerous than 
the family itself. There is a small fruit 
and kitchen garden on the east side of 
the bouse, and on the west, as also in 
iront, is a grassy lawn, over which many 
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young feet have sported and frolicked, 
and some that were not young. 

The great charm of the house consista 
in the number of *iiie trees by which it is 
surrounded and overshadowed. These 
are chiefly elms, oaks, maples and butter- 
nuts. Of these last there are some re- 
markably large specimens. From these 
trees the house derives an air of dignity 
and grace which is the more conspicuous 
from the fact that these noble ornaments 
to a habitation are not so common in New 
England as is to be desired. Our agricul- 
tural population have not yet shaken 
off those transmitted impressions derived 
from a period when a tree was regarded 
as an enemy to be overcome. Would 
that the farmers of fifty years ago had 
been mindful of the injunction given by 
the dyiug Scotch laird to his son, "Be aye 
sticking in a tree, Jock. ; it will he grow- 
ing while you are sleeping." What a 
different aspect the face of the country 
might have been made to wear, A bald 
and staring farm-house, shiveKng in the 
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winter wind, or fainting in 
sun, without a rag of a tree to cover its 
nakedness with, is a forlorn and unsightly 
object, rather a blot upon the landscape 
than an embellish me ut to it. 

Behind the house, which faces the 
south, the gronnd rises into a consider- 
ble elevation, upon which there are also 
several fine trees. A small oval pond 
is nearly surrounded by a company of 
graceful elms, which, with their slender 
branches and pensile foliage, suggest to 
a fanciful eye a group of wood-nympha 
smoothing their locks in the mirror of a 
fountain. At a short distance, a clniap 
of oaks and chestnuts, which look as if 
they had been sown by the hand of art, 
have formed a kind of natural arbor, the 
shade of which is inviting to meditative 
feet. Under these trees Mr. Prescott has 
passed many studious hours, and his steps, 
as he has paced to and fro, have worn a 
perceptible path in the turf A few rods 
from the house, towards the east, is an- 
other and larger pond, near which is a 
"7 
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grove of vigorous oaks ; and, in tbe same 
direction, about half a mile fartlier, is an 
extensive piece of natural woodland, 
through which winding paths are traced, 
in which a lover of nature may soon bury 
himself in primeval shades, under broad- 
armed trees which have witnessed the 
stealthy steps of the Indian hunter, and 
shutting out the sights and sounds of 
artificial life, hear only the rustling of 
leaves, the tap of a woodpecker, the 
dropping of nuts, the whir of a partridge, 
or the call of a sentinel crow. 

The house is not occupied by the fam- 
ily during the heats of summer ; but they 
remove to it as sooa as the cool mornings 
and evenings proclaim that snmnier is 
over. The region is one which appears 
to peculiar advantage under an autumnal 
sky. The slopes aud uplamls are gay 
with the orange and crimson of the ma- 
ples, the sober scarlet and browa of the 
oaks, and the warm yellow of the hicko- 
ries. A delicate jjolii-dust vapor hangs in 
theair, wraps the valleys in dreamyfolds, 
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and aoflens all the distant outlines. The 
bracing air and elastic turf invite to long 
walks or rides ; the warm noons are de- 
lightful for driving ; and the country in 
the neighliorhood, veineil with roads and 
lanes that wind and turn and make no 
haste to come to an end, is well suited for 
all these forms of esercise. There is a 
boat on the Nissitisaet for those who are 
fond of aquatic escursions, and a closet 
full of books for a rainy day. Among 
these are two works which seem in per- 
fect unison with the older portion of the 
house and its ancient furniture— Theo- 
bald's Shakespeare and an early edition 
of the Spectator— "boih bound in snuff- 
colored calf, and printed on paper yellow 
with age; and the latter sdoraed with 
those delicious copperplate engravings 
which perpetuate a costume so ludicrously 
absurd, that the wonder is that the wear- 
ers could ever have left off laughing at 
each other long enough to attend to any 
of th'e business of life. When the cool 
evenings begin to set in with something 
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of a wintiy chill in the air, wood-fires are 
kindled in the spacious chimneys, which 
animate the low ceihngs with their rest- 
less gleams, and when they have burned 
dowu, Uie dying embers diffuse a ruddy 
glow, which is just the light to tell a 
ghost-story by, such as may befit the nar- 
row rambling passages of the old farm- 
house, and send a rosy cheek to bed a 
liltle paler than usual. 

While Mr. Prescott is at Pepperell, a 
portion of every day is given to study ; 
and the remainder is spent in long walks 
or drives, ia listening to reading, or in the 
social circle of his family and guests. 
Under his roof there is always house- 
room and heart-room for his owu friends 
and those of his children. Indeed, he 
has followed the advice of some wise man 
■ — Dr. Johnson, perhaps, upon whom all 
vagrant scraps of wisdom are fathered — 
and kept bis frieudships in repair, mak- 
ing the friends of bis children his own 
friends. There are many persons, not 
members of the family, who have become 
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extremely attached to the place, froin the 
happj hours they have speat there. 
There may be seen upon the window-sill 
of one of the rooms a few lines in pencil, 
by a young lady whose beauty and sweet- 
ness make her a great favorite among her 
friends, expressing her sense of a delight- 
ful visit made there, some two or three 
years since. Ilad similar records been 
left by all, of the happy days passed un- 
der this roof, the walls of the house would 
be hardly enough to hold them. 

And this sketch may be litly concluded 
with the expression of an earnest wish 
that thus it may long be. May the fu- 
ture be like the past. May the hours 
which pass over a house honored by so 
much worth and endeared by so much 
kindness, bring with Ihcm no other sor- 
rows than such us the providence of God 
has inseparably linked to our mortal state 
— such as soften and elevate the heart, 
and, by gently weaning it from earth, 
help to dress tbe soul far its new home. 
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To Charles F. Briggs, 

^MWOOD, Aug.^ 21, 1845. 

My sorrows are not literary ones, but those 
of daily life. I pass through the world and meet 
with scarcely a response to the afiectionateness 
of my nature. Brought up in a very reserved 
and conventional family, I cannot in society ap- 
pear what I really am. I go out sometimes with 
my heart so full of yearning towards my fellows 
that the indifferent look with which even entire 
strangers pass me brings tears into my eyes. 
And then to be looked upon by those who do 
know me (externally) as"I/5well the poet "it 
makes me sick. Why not as I^owell the man— 
the boy rather,— as Jemmy Lowell ? 

James R. Loweix. 
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FOREWORD 



How it strikes a contemporary is al- 
ways interestiog ; and inadyertence, like 
irrelevance, has its charm. These things 
being trne, this essay written forty-tLree 
years ago is Taluable. The author tells 
with a poorly masked boast that the 
grandfather of Mr. I.owell was a Mem- 
ber of Congress. For the grandson no 
such leap into greatness was prophesied 
- — it was too much ! And as for the Court 
of St. James, Mr. Briggs had n't imagina- 
tion enough to dream of it. Yet I re- 
member when the papers announced that 
our plain Harvard professor had been 
appointed Minister to England we boys 
thought of the big shaggy dog that tagged 
him through the street, of the briar-wood 
pipe, and the dusty suit of gray, and we 
were struck dumb with amazcmenL 



Then, when Mr. 
Coiiriin' , and gives 
poetry" and "art," 
we have a few ideas i 
and pass on. 



Briggs quotes T^e 
Lis idea of "true 
we bethink us that 
I thisliueom^elves. 



The reference to Maria White brings to 
mind The Letters, and we remember the 
poet's various references to this splendid 

Mr. Briggs admits that his subject is 
an abolitionist— 't were vain to deny it — 
but he is not an unreasonable fanatical 
abolitionist, for, mark you, even South- 
erners read his poetry. Well, I guess so ! 
And, thus Mr, Briggs saves Mr. Lowell's 
reputation and liia own — forsooth, for 
wise meu trim ship ; and a list to star- 
board is as had as a list to port if you are 
an all 'round literary man with rnacn- 
acript to market. So we think no more of 
Lowell on accounl of the Briggs' apology 
and no less of Briggs. A shifty loyalty is 
ever entertaining when viewed across the 
intervening years. And we smile, but the 
smile turns to a Siigh when we remember 
that Briggs, like his fears, is now dust ; 
and that in Mt. Auburn where three 
weeping willows stand guard, sleeps a 
beloved nephew of Lowell given to the 
cause that "raised such a commotion," 
A step away are simple little slate slabs 
that mark the graves of " James Russell 
Lowell, and Maria White, his wife." 
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CAMBEIDGE is one of the very few 
towns in New England that is 
worth visiting far the sake of 
its old houses. It ha.s its full share of 
tnireted and bedomed cottages, of pie- 
crust battlements, and Athenian temples ; 
but its chief glory, besides its elms, 
and "mnses' factories," are the fine old 
wooden mansions, which seem to be in- 
digenous to the soil on which they stand, 
like the stately trees that surround them. 
These well-preserved relics of our ante, 
revolutionary splendor are not calculated 
)r Putnam's Homa of A neri- 
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to make us feel piroad of onr ad-vauce- 
ment in nrcliitectttral taste, since we 
achieved ourindependeuce; and we can- 
not help thinking that men who are fond 
of building make-believe haronial castles, 
never could have had the spirit to dream 
of asserting their independence of the 
old world. People who are afraid to trust 
their own invention in so simple a th.itlg 
as house- building, could never have 
trusted themselves in the more iirwor- 
tantbusinessof government-making. Yt, 
some of these line old houses, that have 
so manly and independent a look, were 
built by stanch, conservative tories, who 
feared repablicanism, and had no faith at 
all in the possibility of a state without a 
king. 

The stately old mansion in which the 
'poet Lowell was born, one of tile finest 
in the neighborhood of Boston, was bnilt 
by Thomas Oliver, the last royal Lieuten- 
ant-Governor of the province of Massa- 
chusetts, who remained true to hia 
allegiance, and after the Declaration of 
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Independence removed to England, wliece 
he died, la Eliot's Biographical Dic- 
tionaty of the first settlers in New Eng- 
land, is the following brief account of 
this sturdy royalist : 

"Thomas Oliver was the last Lieuten- 
ant-Governor under the crown. He was 
a man of letters, and possessed of much 
good nature and good breeding ; he was 
affable, courteous, a complete gentleman 
in his manners, and the delight of his 
acquaintance. He graduated at Harvard 
College in 1753. He built an elegant 
mansion in Cambridge, and enjoyed a 
plentiful fortune. When he left America 
it was with extreme regret. He lived in 
the shades of retirement while in En- 
rope, aad very lately ( 1809) his death waa 
announced in the pnhlic papers." 

The character of tlie man might easily 
have been told from esaminiog his house ; 
it bears the marks of a generous and ami- 
able nature, as unerringly as such quali- 
ties are denoted by Ibe shape of the head. 
Mean men do not build themselves such 
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habitations. Much good uatare is plainly 
traceable in its Hac large rooms, and its 
capacious cLimneys, which might well 
be called 

The wind-pipe of good hoBpitalite. 

It has a broad staircase with easy land- 
ings, aat! a hall wi(ie enough for a tradi- 
tionary duel to have been fought in it, 
when, like many of the neighboring 
mansions, it was occupied by revolution- 
ary soldiers. Wasbington, too, was once 
entertained under its roof, and after the 
mar it becapie the property of Elbridge 
Gerry, one of the signers of the Declara- 
tion of Independence, who lived in it, 
while he was Vice-President of the United 
States. At his death it was purchased 
from the widow of Gerty by its present 
owner, the Rev. Charles Lowell, father of 
the Poet, by whom it was beautilied and 
improved. Dr. Lowell planted the greater 
part of the noble trees which now sur- 
round it, conspicuous among them being 
the superb elms from which it derives its 
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name. The grounds of Elm wood are 
about tbirteeti acres in extent, aud adjoin 
on one side the cemetery of Mount Au- 
burn, wbere two of tlie Poet's children, 
Blanche and Rose, are buried. It was on 
the grave of his firstborn that the beau- 
tiful l>oem| full of heartfelt teudemess, 
called The First Snow-fall, was written. 
Some of Lowell's finest poems have 
trees for their themes, ami he appears to 
entertain a strong affection for tlie leafy 
patriarchs henealh whose branches he 
had played in his boyhood. In one of 
the many poems which have overflowed 
from bis prodigal genius into the columns 
of obscure monthly aud weekly periodi- 
cals, and have not yet been published in 
a volume, is one called A Day in June, 
in which occtu^ an exquisitely touching 
apostrophe to the "tall elm" that forms 
so conspicuous an object in the view of 
Elmwood drawn by out artist ; 

Snap, chord of raanlioo4'9 tenser strain ; 
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Id iinne datk coni«r slull be leant -, 



TUc wilfaered lea 



ii the sacn-d floor 



With haste^ropt^nld &Dm St 

There, as of yore. 

The licb millC'tJnpiDff bottercDp, 



e toll elm, this hundredth jtar 

rour leafy Venice here, 

1th an annual linRdoth wed 



^ 



For BbadowB of Italian BtarB. 

Lowell baa studied in the life-school 
of poetry, and all tie pictures which he 
has woven into the teiture of his verse 
have been drawn directly from nature. 
His descriptiona of scenery are full of 
local coloring, and, iu his Indian Sum- 
mer Reverie, there are so many Bccurate 
antl vivid pictures of Elmwood and its 
neighborhood, of the "silver Charles," 
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the meadows, the trees, the distaiit hills, 
the colleges, "the glimmering farms," 
and "Coptic tombs," that we need hardly 
do more than transfer them to our pages 
to give a vivid picture of his home and 
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fields famed in boybood' a history, 
the red briet, which BQflening tin 



ind stiff the 1 
' life knit up 






hilloclc's hoose-bcapotted swell, 

leis house the horae and chaise, 

nba reSDuDd with prayer and 



TberegeDUeAlsEonlived, and wmuBitit and died, 
TnuuSgunng street and sliop with his illumined 



In this brilliant descriptive poem he 

exhibits his native town in a series of 

cUanging pictures that bring the scenes 

perfectly before us under all the varying 
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phases of the year. What landscape 
painter has given us such pictures as th=se 
of the approaches of a New England 
winter ? 
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Our poet was bont at Bimwood on the 
23d of February, 1819 — the youngling of 
the flock, received his early education in 
Catnbridge, anil in 1838 graduated at 
Harvard, where liia father and grandfather 
had graduated before him. After his 
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" coUeging " lie studied law, and was ad- 
mitted to the bar ; but he had opened an 
office in Boston, to lure clients, a very 
little while, when he discovered that he 
and the legal profession were not de- 
signed for each other. There could not 
have been a more uucongenial and un- 
profitable pursuit than that of the law for 
a nature so frank and generous as that of 
Lowell's ; and, happily for him, necessity, 
which knows no law, did not compel him, 
as it has many others, to stick to the law, 
for a liring, against iis inclinations. So 
be abandoned all thoughts of the ermine, 
and of figuring ia sheepskin volumes, if 
he had ever indulged in any such fancies, 
which is hardly probable, and, turning 
his back on a profession which is fitly 
tjfpified by a woman with a bandage over 
her eyes, he turned tc his books and trees 
at Elmwood, determined on making lit- 
erature his reliance for fame and fortune. 
His first start in literature, as a business, 
ended disastrously. In company with 
bis friend Robert Carter, he established 
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a monthly magaziue cHlled the Pioneer, 
which, owing to the failure of his pub- | 
lisbers, did not last longer than the third 
number ; but it was admirably well con- 
ducted, and made a decided impression 
on the literary public by the elevated 
tone of its criticisms, and the superiority 
of its essays to the ordinary class of maga- 
line literature. Soon after the failure of J 
the/Vo)i£e;-be was married to MissKaria I 
White, of Watertown, a lady of congenial | 
tastes, and as remarkable for ber w 
anly graces and accomplishments, as 
her elevated intellectual qualities. 
Morning Glory, published in the last 
edition of his poems, was written by her. 
They have resided at F.lmwood since their 
marriage, with the exception of a year 
and a half spent in Italy. 

Tbe ancestors of Lowell were among | 
the earliest and most eminent settlers of ' 
New England, and there are but few < 
Americana who could boast of a n 
honorable or distinguished descent. He I 
was named afler his father's maternal ] 
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grandfather, Judee James Russell, of 
Charlestown, an eminent person in the 
colony of Massachusetts, one of whose 
descendants, Lechmere Russell, a general 
in the British army, recently died at Ilia 
seat of Ashford Hall in Shropshire. The 
founder of the Lowell family in Massachu- 
setts was Percival Lowell, who settled in 
the town of Newbury in the year 1639. 
The Hon. John Lowell, the Poet's grand- 
father, was one of the most euiiueut 
lawyers in Massachusetts ; he was a repre- 
sentative in Congress, and being a mem- 
ber of the convention which framed the 
first constitution of his native State, he 
introduced the provision into the Bill of 
Rights which abolish'ed slavery ia Mass- 
achusetts. 

The father of Mr. Lowell is a distin- 
guished Congregational clergyman, who 
has been pastor of the West Church of 
Boston nearly fifty years, and is the 
author of several works of a religious 
character ; he graduated at Harvard, and 
was an intimate friend and class-mate of 
13; 
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Washington Alston. He afterwards went 
to Edinburgh, wliere lie studied divinity, 
and matriculated at the University there 
at the same time with Sir David Brewster, 
TCho was also a divinity student. 

A few years ago, when Dr. Lowell was 
in Scotland with bis wife and daughter, 
he paid a visit to Melrose Abbey, and 
while there heard a man tell another that 
Sir David Brewster would be with him 
directly. He had not met the eminent 
philosopher since they were students to- 
gether, and did not know that he was in 
the neighborhood of his old friend's 
house, which he learned, on inquiry, was 
the fact. When the philosopher appeared, 
Dr. Lowell made himself known, and 
found, from the lieaitiness of the embrace 
he received, that an interval of forty 
years had not diminished the attachment 
of his early friend aud companion. 

The mother of the Poet was a native of 
New Hampshire, and a sister of the late 
Captain Robert T. Spence, of the U. S. 
Navy. She was a woman of remarkable 
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gree the power of acquiriug languages, a 
faculty which is inherited by her daugb- 
ter, Mrs. Putnam, whose controversy with 
Mr. Bov/ta, editor otihe Nori A A meriixin 
Review, respecting the late war in Hun- 
gary, brought her name so prominently 
before the public that there can be no 
impropriety in alluding to her here. Mrs, 
Putnam is probably one of the moat re- 
markable of linguists, and there have 
been but few scholars whose philological 
learning has been greater than hers. She 
converses readily in French, Italian, Ger- 
man, Polish, Swedish, and Hungarian, 
and ia famUiar with twenty modem dia- 
lects, besides Greek, Latin, Hebrew, 
Peraic, and Arabic. Mrs. Putnam made 
the first translation into English of 
Frederica Bremer'a novel of The Neigh- 
bors, from the Swediah. The translation 
by Mary Howitt woa made from the 
German. 

The maternal ancestors of Lowell were 

of Daniah origin, and emigrated to Amer- 
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ica tram Kirkwall, 
While Dr. Lowell wa 
bis family, tbej went 
visit tbe burial-plac 
fathers, and wliile ther 



the Orkneys, 
as in Scotland with 
t to the Orkneys to 
; of his wife's fore- 

a native of England, whom Mrs. Lowell 
had never before seen, who had been 
many yeais in India, and on his return 
to bis native land, had gone, like ber, on 
a pious pilgrimage to visit the graves of 
his anceetocs. 

Among all the authors whose homes 
are noticed iu this series, Lowell is the 
only one who has the fortune to reside 
in the house in which he was bom. It 
is a happiness which few Americans of 
mature age can know. But Lowell has 
been peculiarly happy in bis domestic 
relations ; Nature bas endowed him with 
a vigorous constitution and a healthy and 
happy temperament ; and, but for the 
loss of his three children, the youngest 
of whom, his only boy, died recently in 
Rome, there would have been fewer shad- 
ows on bis path than have fallen to the 
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lot of most other poets, 
his ean make 



ature like 
1 sunshine, and £nd 
an oasis in every desert ; yet it was a 
rare fortune that he found himself in such 
a home as bis imagination would have 
created for him, if he had been cast 
homeless upon the world. He loves to 
throw a purple light over the familiar 
scene, and to invest it with a superfiu- 
ousness of grateful gildiDR. The large- 
hearted love to give, whether their gifts 
he needed or not. The lovely landscape 
around Elmwood looks still lovelier in 
his verse than to the unaided vision ; and 
the ' ' dear marshes ' ' t hrough which the 
briny Charles ebbs and flows, are pleas- 
anter for being seen through the golden 
haze of the Poet's affection ; 
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From evtry aeasDU drawn 
EBCh cliBQge of atono ori 



I thegiflorslght 
incomes shure, 
of shade and Ught- 

brown aud bare ; 

jnsbine scflttere free 

iQS etui woiks her 



Elmwood is half a mile or bo beyond 
the colleges, and lies off from lie main 
street; tlie approach to it is through a. 
pleasant green lane, or at least it was 
green when we last saw it, the trees hav- 
ing been freshly washed of their "brown 
dust" by a shower which was still falling, 
and the muddy division of the year hav- 
ing apparently just cominenced. The 
house is so surrounded with trees that 
you catch but a glimpse of it until you 
stand opposite to it. Though built of 
wood, and nearly a century old, it shows 
no signs of decay. It is most appropri- 
ately furnished, and contains many in- 
teresting relics, old family pictures, and 
some choice works of art, among which 
are two busts by Powers, and two or three 
portraits by Page, among the finest he 
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has painted. Perhaps it may be gratify- 
ing to the reader to tnow that the Poet's 
study, in which nearly all of his poems 
have been written, is ou the third floor, 
in that far comer of tUe house on which, 
in the engraving, the light falls so pleas- 
antly. 

Lowell is generally looked upon as a 
serious poet, and, indeed, no one has a 
better claim to be so regarded, for serious- 
ness is one of Ihe first essentials of all 
genuine poetry. But seriousness is not 
necessarily sadness. Much of his poetry 
overflows with mirthful and jocund feel- 
ings, and, iu his tuost pungent satire 
there is a constant bubbling up of a genial 
and loving nature ; the brilliant flashes 
of his wit are softened by an evident 
gentleness of motive. He is the first of 
our poets who has succeeded in making 
our harsh and uncouth Yankee dialect 
subservient to the uses of poetry ; this he 
has done with entire success in that ad~ 
mirable piece of humorous satire, Tie 
£igelow lepers. No productions of a. 
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SUoilar chaiBcter, in I 
ever held *o popnlsr as the pjttiy -n 
HoMd Bigelow^ tn spite <^ tiuit beiiis m 
(trai^j imiNied with a Iimchant qiirit I 
oppotitiMi lo the popular political ricBa 
of tlic nmUititde ; and many of them have 
been widely ciicnlated by tbe nenspapets 
withont any intimation being given of 
their origin. We were sitting one cvat- 
ing in the bar-room of a hotel in Wasli- 
ington, just after the election of General 
Taylor, vhen our poetical metropolis was 
filled with office-seekers from all parts 
of tbe country . The room was crowded 
with rude men who were discussing 
political matters, and the last thing we 
could have looked for was a harangue 
on American poetry. A roughly-dressed 
down-caster, or at least he had the accent 
and look of one, came into the bar-room, 
and addressing himself to a knot of men 
who appeared lo know him, exclaimed, 
"Who says there are no American 
poets?" And he looked around upon 
the company, as though he would be 
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rather pleased tlian otherwise to en- 
coQnter an antagoDist. 

But nobody seemed disposed to venture 
such an assertion ; the novelty of the 
question, however, attracted the attention 
of the people near him, which was prob- 
ably all be wanted, " Well," continued 
the speaker, with an air of defiant con- 
fidence, " if anybody says so, I am pre- 
pared to dispute him. I have found an 
American poet. I don't know who he is, 
nor where he lives, but he is the author of 
these lines, and he is a poet." He took 
a newspaper from his pocket, and read 
what Parson Wilbur, in the Bigelow Pa- 
pers, called a New England Pastoral; 



Zekle crep* up quite a 
An' peeked in thru t' 
An' Here sot Hnldy al 



Agin' (tie chimbly cr 




The Yankee r^ead it with proper em- 
pluwiii anil an unctuous twang, and all the 
company agreed with him, that it was 
genuine poetry " and no mistake." 

And flo poetry makes ils way in the 
wowi!. If it have the true spirit in it, k 
will 6ndaimreresponsein the great heart 
of the multitude, who are, after all, the 
only judgcB in art. There is no appeal 
from their decisions. And, in the case 
of Iiowetl, the decision was unmistakably 
in l]i» favor. He is acknowledged as one 
of the poet* of the people. There are 
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none of our poets whose short pieces we 
find more frequently in the corners of 
newspapers, although they are but rarely 
attributed to their author. 

Lowell's prose writings are as remark- 
able as his poetry ; the copiousness of his 
illustrations, the richness of his imagery, 
the easy flow of his seatences, the keen- 
ness of his wit, and the force and clearness 
of his reasoning, give to his reviews and 
essaj-s a fascinating charm that would 
place him in the front rank of our prose 
writers, if he did occupy a similar position 
among our poets, lie has written consid- 
erably for the North American Review, 
and some other periodicals, but the only 
volume of prose whicb he published, be- 
sides the Bigelow PixJ>ers, was the Con- 
versaiions on the Old Dramatists, which 
appeared in 1849. 

Lowell is naturally a politician, but we 
do not imagine he will ever be elected a 
member of Congress, as his grandfather 
was. He is such a politician as Milton 
was, and will never narrow himself down 
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to any other party tbas oae which in- 
cludes all mankiod within its lines. Bat 
he cannot shut hia eyes to the great move- 
ments of the day, and dally with his Mnse, 
when he can invoke her aid in the cause 
of the oppressed and suffering. He has 
to contend with the disadvantages of a 
reputation for abolitionism, which is as 
unfavorable to the prospects of a poet as 
□f a politician ; hut his abolitionism is of 
a very difierent type from that which has 
made so great a commotion among us 
during the last ten or Sfleen years. Not- 
withstanding the unpopular imputation 
which rests upon his name, it does not 
appear (o have made I 
South. Some of his i 
attached friends are residents of slave 
States and are slave-holders ; and one of 
the heartiest and most appreciative criti- 
cisms on his writings that have appeared 
in this country was published in a South- 
em journal, a paper which can hardly be 
suspected of giving aid and encourage- 
ment to any enemy of the South. 
143 
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I4the and long as the serpent train, 
Springing and clinging from tree to tree, 

Now darting upward, now down again, 
With a twist and a twirl that are strange to see ; 

Never took serpent a deadlier hold, 

- Never the cougar a wilder spring, 

Strangling the oak with the boa's fold. 
Spanning the beech with the condor's wing. 

Yet no foe that we fear to seek,— 

The boy leaps wild to thy rude embrace ; 
Thy bulfi^g arms bear as soft a cheek 

As ever on lover's breast found place ; 
On thy waving train is a playful hold 

Thou Shalt never to lighter grasp persuade ; 
While a maiden sits in thy drooping fold, 

And swings and sings in the noonday shade I 

"The Grape-vine Siving, 
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This sketch, from the pen of Mr. Bry- 
ant, was done "by request," Verypos- 
sibly it waa written and disposed of at a 
single sitting. Itia straightforward, ex. 
pUcit, and to the point, like one of his 
^l/CTJlB^/iii/ editorials. It is manly ia 
sentiment, grammatically expressed, con- 
tains no dangerous logic, and can safely 
he recommended for the Yonng Person. 

Bryant was bom in 1794, and at the 
time of this writing was fifty-eight yeais 
old. Sim ms was twelve years his junior, 
but his name was among the very first of 
the writers of his time ; while Bryant was 
known only as an editor who had written 
some good verse and some not so good. 
In fact Bryant was a disappointment to 
his friends (as most gifted men arc), for 
in Thanatopsis he set a pace that he 
never afierward equalled. And it was 
Greeley who said that be never ceased to 
regret the fact that Bryant did not die at 
twenty, for then the world could have 
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marvelled at the things he left unwrit 
and shown the Thanatopsis na a sample 
of the tomes that might have been. 

But we of lo-iiay are thantful for the 
example of that "well-rounded life with 
its beautiful old age, frosty but kindly ; 
and I never take down, a volume of the 
Library of Poehy o«rf5bn?' without say- 
ing grace. 

We may search in vain in America for 
a scliool-boy of twelve whodoes not know 
Bryant, hut when I asked a gentlemanly 
and intelligent attemlant at the Boston 
Public Library to fetch me any volume 
of prose by Simms, he brought toe Sims 
on Gynecology. I gazed at the book with 
lack-lustre eye, and shot just one re- 
proachful glance at the attendant. And 
it was then that that charming litlle old 
gentleman in the dusty grey suit came 
tome and divining my wants (as he al- 
ways does], told me that no one to speak 
of reads Simms now. Then he led nie 
back through a labyrinth of cases, and 
amid ft maze of slielves sliowed me rows 
on rows of hooka labelled Simms that no 
one ever calls for. " And I remember 
the time wheu he was as popular as Mr. 
Howells is to-day 1 " said the old gentle- 
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the leaves of last year, bo does Fate seek 
to liide the fame thaL yesterday loomed 
large. And altboughMr. John Burroagbs 
says, "Serene I fold tnj hands and wait," 
yet for the moment let ns lay aside aen- 
timent and admit thst Chance plays a 
most importaut part in keeping alive the 
names of greatness gone. We live in a 
coatennonger time, when virtue is not 
its own reward, when innocence is not 
a sufficient shield, and when merit, nu- 
puffed, is soon forgot. It is not moth 
and rust, nor the incomparable excel- 
lence of the contemporaneous, that causes 
the old to be brushed into the dust-bin, 
but it is the poppy Tttmes of fot^etful- 

But in the interests of Truth let us ad- 
mit that wbat we call the God of Chance 
is ouiy another name for Law not Under- 
stood. It is so easy to dispose of the 
matter by the canting phrase i' the nose, 
"Merit is sure to win," but before it is 
fact it must be amended thus : "Merit is 
sure to win if well advertised." Good 
boots, like good thread, good soap, good 
horse-shoe uails, and good baking pow- 
der, must be properly presented. Truth 
can stand alone, but no book is truth ; 
IS3 



it is ouly an end«avor to espreaa tratli, 
and will die the death if not advertised 
by its enemies or its loving friends. 

Six men in New Bngland have made a 
lasting-place for themselves in American 
Letters. Their work was good, but this 
alone (witli a single exception) would net 
have floated it. It was necessary that 
they should stand by each other, ard 
they did. There was an unwritten agree- 
ment that Boston and Cambridge should 
protecttheir own. This was done through 
the cult of a great University, through 
the Lyceum, and through the magazines 
controlled by publishers that were pady 
to the alliance. An occasional growl in 
the way of a Fable for Crilics, ouly ad. 
vertised all hands. And now iirom time 
to time elegant reprints of the vi-orks of 
these sis men are gotten out by New 
York and Boston publishers, and maga- 
zines, societies, clubs, atid descendants 
keep the work fresh before the people. 

The books of J- G. Holland, Margaret 
Fuller, Geo. S. Hillard, Chas. V. Briggs, 
Henry T. Tnckecmaa, and others have 
sunk by their own weight, while the 
graceful and superficial writings of Willis 
may be said to have drifted into oblivion 
because of their lack of weight The 



work waa good, but not good enough, 
yet six of tbe old guard live, and I am 
glad that this is so. And all the point I 
"Bouldnowmakeistbatwhen Mr. Sitnms ' 
moved from Massacliuselts to South 
Carolina he courted Oblivion and — won 

But genius is constantly being "dis- 
covered." See what Pitzgerald did for 
Omar Khayyam, whose Rubaiyat is now 
published in America by seventeen firms ; 
behold how Boyesen discovered Ibsen 
and Howells sweeping the horizon with 
his telescope on tbe lookout for a genius, 
spied Tolstoy and cried "There she 
blows!" remember how Thoreau intro- 
duced Ruskiu to America aud Hmerson 
brought out Carlyle. And so I await 
the advent of some Columbus ou the Sea 
of l,ettera who shall jjive us back that 
lost Atalantis, 'William Gilmore Simms, 
who Mr. Bryant says wrote fifty volumes 
— poems, plays, novels, histories, and 
biographies. Some of these fifty books 
may lie crude aud gusliiug, but others 
there be that show a splendid insight 
into truth, a. delicate sensibility, a broad 
and generous sympatliy, and withal the 
great and tender heart of a n 
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THE country residence of William 
Gilmore Eimms is on the plauta- 
lion of his fathet-in-law, Mr. 
Roach, in Barnwell District, South Caro- 
lina, near Midway, a railway station at 
just half the distance between Charleston 
and Augusta. Here lie passes half the 
year, the most agreeable half in that 
climate, — its pleasant winter, and por- 
tions of its spring and antumn — in a 
thinly settled country divided into large 
plantations, principally yielding cotton, 
with smaller fields of maize, sweet poln- 
• Written in 1853 for Putnam's Homa of A meri- 
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toes, pea-nuts, and other prodnctions of 
the region, to wbich sugar-cane has latel; 
been added. 

Forests of oak, and of the majestic 
long-leaved pine, surround the dwelling, 
interspersed with broad openings, and 
stretch far away on all sides. In the 
edge of one of these are the habitations 
of the negroes by whom the plantation 
, is cultivated, who are indulgently treated 
and lead an easy life. The bridle-roads 
through these noble forests, over the 
hard white sand, from which rise the 
lofly stems of tlie pines, are very beau- 
tiful. Sometimes they wind by the bor- 
ders of swamps, greeu in mid-wiuter 
with the holly, the red bay, and other 
trees that wear their leaves throughout 
the year, among which the yellow jessa- 
mine twines itself and forms dense ar- 
bors, perfuming the air in March to a 
great distance with the delicate odor of 
In the midst of these 
s the tall Virginia cypress, 
with its roots in the dark water, the sum- 



mer haunt of the alligator, who aieepa 
away the winter in holes made under the 
hank. Mr. Siniins, both in his poetry 
and prose, has made large and striking 
use of the imagery supplied by the pecu- 
liar scenery of this region. 

The house is a spacious country dwell- 
ing, without any pretensions to archi- 
tectural elegance, comfortable for the 
climate, though built without that at- 
tention to what a South Carolininn would 
call the unwholesome cxcliLsion of the 
outer air which is thought necessary in 
these colder latitudes. Around it are 
scattered a number of smaller buildings 
of brick, and a little further stand rows 
and clumps of evergreens — the water- 
oak, with its glistening light-colored 
foliage, the live-oak, with darter leaves, 
and the Carolina bird-cheriy, one of the 
most beautiful trees of the South, bloom- 
ing before the winter is past, and mur- 
muring with multitudes of bees. In one 
of the lower rooms of this dwelling, iu 
the midst of a well-cbosen library, many 
IS9 
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of the books which comprise the nun 
ons catalogue of Mr, Simias' vrorks n 



Mr, Simms was horn April 17, 1806, 
in the State of South Carolina, It was 
at fiist intended that he should study 
medicine, but his inclinations having led 
him to the law, he devoted himself to 
the studj of that profession. His liter- 
ary hahits are very uniform. His work- 
ing hours usually commence in the 
morning, and last till two or three in the 
afternoon, after which he indulges in 
out-door recreations, iu reading, or so- 
ciety. If friends or visitors break into 
his hours of morning lat>or, which he 
does not often permit, he usually re- 
deems the Lost time at night, afler the 
guests have retired. Me is a late sitter, 
and consequently a late riser. Land- 
scape gardening is one of his favorite 
pastimes, and the grounds adjoining his 
residence afford agreeable evidence of 
his good taste- 
Mr, Simms is a man of athletic make. 
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A Ml muscular development, and a 
fresh complexion, give token of vigorous 
health, which however is not without its 
interruptions ; for although not indis- 
posed to physical exertion, the inclina- 
tion to mental activity in the form of 
literary occupation, predominates with 
him over every other taste and pursuit. 

TTin manners, like the expression of 
his countenance, are simgnlarly frank and 
ingenuous, his temper generous and sin- 
cere, his domestic affections strong, his 
friendships faithful and lasting, and his 
life blameless. No man ever wore his 
character more in the general sight of 
men than he, or had ever less occasion to 
do otherwise. The activity of mind of 
which I have spoken, is as apparent in 
his conversation as in his writings. He 
is fond of discussion, likes to pursue an 
HTgument to its final retreat, and is not 
unwilling to complete disquisition which 
others, in their ordinary iliscourae, would 
leave in outline. He has travelled exlen- 
sively. raiagling freely with all classes, 
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and bas accnomlated an apparently ex- 
hanstless fund of anecdotes and incidenta, 
illustrative of life and manners. These 
he relates, with great zest and inimitable 
humor, reproducing to perfection the pe- 
culiar dialect and tones of the various 
characters introduced, whether sand-lap- 
per, backwoodstnan, half-breed, ornegro. 
His literary character has this peculiar- 
ity which I may call remarkable, that 
writing as he does with very great rapid- 
ity, and paying little regard to the objec- 
tions brought by others against what he 
writes, lie has gone on improving upon 
himself. His first attempts in poetry 
were crude and jej une. As he proceeded, 
he left tbcm imtncasorably behind, ia 
com tu and of materials and power of exe- 
cution, till in his tenutiful poem of Ala- 
lantls, the finest, I think, he has written, 
his faculties seem to have nearly reached 
their maturity in Ibis department. One 
of his pieces, entitled Tki- Edge of the 
Su-amp, may be quoted here uot only as 
a specimen of his descriptive verse, bat 
i6a 



U an illustration of tlie pecnliar soorce 
ftom which his imagery is derived r 



The bird BiagH never merrily in the trees. 

And the young leaveB Eeem blighted. A rank 

To penetrate the core rt. Cypresses 
Crowd on the dank, wet eartb ; and, Htntchedat 
length, 

Slumbcra, half buried in llie sedgy firass, 
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To apprehenBlon, as they lienr his ciy, 
Dasb up iroTQ the lagoon, ^th marvellous haste, 
Following his guidance. Meetly taught by these. 
And startled at our rapid, near approach, 
The steel-jawed monster, from his grassy bed, 
Crawls slowly to his Blimy, green abode. 
Which Etraight receives Uim. Vou hehold him 

His ridgy back uprising as be speeds, 

Whence his head peers alone. A butterfly 
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before the public as a novelist at a riper 
period of his literary life. In all that lie 
has written his excellences are unbor- 
rowed ; their merits are the development 
of original native germs, without any 
apparent aid from models. His thoughts, 
his diction, his arrangement are his own ; 
he reminds you of uo other author ; even 
in the lesser graces of literary execution, 
he combines lauguages after no pattern 
set by other authors, however beauti&il. 

His novels have a wide circulation, and 
are admired for the rapidity and fervor 
of the narrative, their picturesque de- 
scriptions, the energy with which they 
express the stronger emotions, and the 
force with which they portray local man- 
ners. His critical writings, which have 
appeared in the Southern periodicals and 
are quite numerous, are less known. 
They often, no doubt, have in thecn those 
imperfections which belong to rapid com- 
position, but I must be allowed to single 
out from among them one example of 
great excellence, his analysis and esti- 
i6s 
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mate of the literary character of Cooper, 
3 critical essay of great depth and dis- 
crimination, to which I am not sure that 
anything hitherto written on the same 
subject is fiilly equal. He published his 
Lyrics, in 1825. eighteen years ago ; his 
longest and best poem, Atalantis, a Slory 
of the Sea, in 183.2 ; Martin Faber, Gay 
Rivers, Yemasee, Fiiriisa}!, Mellickampe, 
and many others, in succession. The en- 
tire series of his works, poetry and prose, 
comprises ahout fifty volumes. 
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All seems beautiful to me. 

I can repeat over to men and women, You have 

done such good to me I would do the same 

to you, 
I win recruit for mjrself and you as I go. 
I will scatter myself among men and women as 

I go, 
I will toss a new gladness and roughness among 
them. 

— Song of the Open Road. 
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AX NORDAU wrote i 



cheek, a dash of vitriol i 



iuk, and wit!) a pen that scratched. 
And the first critic whoseemed to plac 



ajuat estimateonlhe work wasMc. Zaag- 
will {who has no Christian name), Mr, 
Zangwill made an attempt to Rwear out 
a u/ril de lunatico inguirendo against bis 
Jewish hrother, on the ground that the 
first symptom of insanity is often the de- 
lusion that others are insane ; and this 
being so, Dr. Nordau was not a safe sub- 
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ject to be at lar^e. But the Assize of 
Public Opinion deuied the petition and 
the dear people bought the book at from 
three to five dollars per copy. Printed 
in several Iciaguages, its sales have 
mouuted to a hundred thousand volumes, 
and the author's net profit is full forty 
thousand dollars. No wonder is it that, 
with pockets full to bursting, Dr. Nordan 
goes out behind the house and laughs 
uproariously whenever he thinks of how 
he has worked the world I 

If Dr. Talmage is the Banium of The- 
ology, surely we may call Dr. Nordau the 
Bamum of Science. His agility in ina- 
nipulatiag facts is equal to Hermann's 
now-you-see-it aad now-you-don't with 
pocket handkerchiefs. Yet Hermann's 
exhibition is worth the admittance fee 
and Nordau's book (seemingly written 
in collaboration with Jules Verne and 
Mark Twain) would be cheap for a dol- 
lar. But what I object to is Prof. Her- 
mann's disciples posing as Sure-Enongh 
Materializing Mediums and Prof. Iiom- 
170 
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broso's followers calling themselves Sd- 
entista, when each goes forth without 
scrip or purse with no other purpose 
than to supply themselves with both. 

Yet it was Bamum himself who said 
that the public delights in being hum- 
bugged, and strange it is that we will 
not allow ourselves to be thimble-rigged 
without paying for th e privilege. 

Nordau's success hinged on his auda- 
cious assumption (bat the public knew 
nothing of the Law of Antithesis. Yet 
Plato explained that the opposite of 
things look alike, and sometimes are 
alike, and that was quite awhile ago. 

The multitude answered : ' ' Thou hast a 
devil"; Manyofthemsaid : "Hehatha 
devU and is mad" ; Festus said with a 
loud voice ; " Paul, thou art beside thy- 
self." AudNordau shouts in a voice more 
heady than that of Pilate, more throaty 
than that of Festus— " Mad— Whitman 
was^mad beyond the cavil of a doubt ! " 

In 1S62, Lincoln, looking out of a win- 
dow (before lilacs last in the dooryard 
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bloomed) on one of the streets of Wash- 
ington, saw a work ingman in shiit sleeves 
go by. Turning to a friend, the President 
said: "There goes a man!" The ex- 
clainatiaii sounds singularly like that of 
Napoleon on meeting Goethe. But the 
Corsicau's remark was intended for the 
poet's ear, while Lincoln did not know 
who bis man was, although he came to 
know him afterward. 

Lincoln in his early days was a work- 
iagman — as athlete, and he never quite 
got the idea out of his head (and I am 
glad) tbat he was still a hewer of wood. 
He once told George William Curtis that 
he more than half expected yet to go 
back to the fann and earn his daily 
bread by the work that his hands found 
lo do ; he dreamed of it nights, and when- 
ever he saw a splendid toiler, he felt like 
hailing the man as brother aud striking 
hands with him. When Lincoln saw 
Whitman strolling majestically past, he 
took him for a stevedore or possibly the 
foreman of a construction gang. 
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Whibnan was fifty-one years old then. 
His long flowing beard was snow white 
and the shock that covered his Jove- 
like head was iron grey. His form was 
that of an Apollo who had arrived at 
years of discretion. lie weighed even 
two hundred pounds aud was just siit 
feet high. His plain check cotton shirt 
was open at the throat to the breast ; 
and he had an independence, a self'Suffi- 
ciency, and withal a. tleanliness, a sweet- 
ness, a gentleness, that told that, although 
he had a giant's strength, he did uot use 
it like a giant. Whitman used no to- 
bacco, neither did he applj- hot and re- 
bellious liquors to kis blood and with 
unblushing forehead woo the means of 
debility and disease. Up to his fifty- 
third year he had never known a sick 
day, although at thirty bis hair had be- 
gun to whiten. He bad the look of age 
in hia youth and the look of youth in his 
age that often marks the exceptional man. 

But ol fifty-three his splendid health 

was crowded to tlae breaking strain, 
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Tlow ? Throiigh earing for wounded, 
sick, and dyintt iiiea : honr after hoar, 
day nfttr day, tlirougli tile long silent 
WBtcliea of the night. From 1864 to the 
Uny of Lis death in 1S92, pliysically, he 
wns a nian in ruins. But he did not 
wither Qt the top. Through it all he 
held the healthy optimism of boyhood, 
carrying with him the perfume of the 
morning and the lavish heart of youth. 

Doctor Bucke, who was supeiiutendent 
of a hospital for the insane for fifteen 
yeais, and the intimate friend of Whit- 
man all the time, has said : " His build, 
his stature, his esceptional health of 
mind and body, the siie and form 
of his featares, his cleanliness of mind 
nud body, the grace of his movements 
•nd gtstuns. the giandenr, and espe- 
cUtlly tb« magnetism of his presence; 
the chaim of his voice, his genial kindly 
honor; the simplidlT of his faahits 
and l>st«8, his &vcdctm fom cobvcb- 
tktO, Ihe tar^cDess and besuly of his 
s and maiesty ; Ins 
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charity and forbearsince — his entire iinrc- 
sentfulness under whotever provocation ; 
his liberality, his universal sympathy with 
humanity in all ages aud lands, his broad 
tolerance, his catholic friendliness, and 
his unesampled faculty of attracting af- 
fection, all prove bis perfectly propor- 
tioned manliness." 

But Whitman differed from the disci- 
ple of Lombroso iu two notable particu- 
lars : He had no quarrel with the world, 
and he did not wax rich. "One thing 
thou lackest, O Walt Whitman!" we 
might have said to the poet, " you are not 
a financier." He died poor. But Ibis is 
not proof of degeneracy save on 'Change. 
When the children of Count Tolstoy en- 
deavored to have him adjudged insane, 
the Court denied the application and 
voiced the wisest decision that ever came 
out of Russia : A man who gives away 
bis money is not necessarily more foolish 
than he who saves it. 

Aud with Mr. Horace L. Traubel I aay : 

Whitman was the sanest man I ever saw, 
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. . ._□ make themselveB homes; 

.^N and others there he who rent 

Walt Whitman w 
tially a citizen of Ihe world ; the world 
was his home and mankind 
friends. There was a quaUty ii 
peculiarly universal : a strong, virile poise 
that asked for nothing, bat took what it 

He loved men as brothers, yet his 
brothers after the flesh understood him 
not ; he loved children — they turned to 
him instinctively — but he had no children 
of his own ; he loved women and yet this 
strongly sexed and manly man never 
loved a woman. And I might here say as 
Philip Gilbert I-Iamerton said of Toraer, 
"He was lamentably unfortnuaie in this: 
throughout his whole life he never <ram« 
!7e 
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■nnder the ennobling and refining influ- 
ence of a good woman." 

It requires two to make a home. The 
first home waa made when a woman, 
cradling in her loving arms a baby, 
crooned a lullaby. All the lender senti- 
mentality ■we throw around a place is the 
result of the sacred thought that we live 
therewith someone else. It isoarhome. 
The home is a ttyst — the place where we 
retire and shut the -world out. Lovers 
make a home just as birds make a nest, 
and unless a. man knows the spell of the 
divine passion I hardly see Low he can 
have a home at all. He only rents a 



Camden is separated from the ci^ of 
Philadelphia by the Delaware River. 
Camden lies low and flat — a great saudy, 
monotonous waste of straggling build- 
ings. Here and there are straight rows 
of cheap houses, e\-idently erected by 
ataid, broad-brimmed speculators from 
across the river, with eyes on the main 
chance. But they reckoned ill, for the 
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town did not boom. Some of these 
houses have marble steps and white bam 
door shutters, Ibat might withstand a 
siege. When a funeral takes place in 
oue of these houses the shTitters are tied 
with strips of mournful black alpaca for 
a year and a day. Engineers, dockmen, 
express drivers, and mechanics largely 
make up citizens of Camden. Of course, 
Camden has its smug corner where pros- 
perous merchants most do congregate ; 
where they play croquet in the front 
yards, and have window boxes, and a 
piano and veranda chairs and terra cotta 
statuary, but for the most part the houses 
of Camden are rented, and rented cheap. 
Many of the domiciles are frame and 
have the happy tumble-down look of the 
back streets in Cbarlestou or Richmoud 
— those streets where white trash merges 
off into prosperous colored aristocracy. 
Old hats do duty in keeping out the fresh 
air where providence bas interfered and 
broken out a pane ; blinds bang by a 
single hinge ; bricks on the chimney tops 
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threaten the passers-by ; stringers and 
posts mark the plact where proud picket 
fences once stood — the pickets having 
gone for kindling long ago. In the warm 
summer evenings men in sbirt-sleeves ait 
oa the front steps and stolidly smoke, 
while children pile up sand in the streets 
and play in the gutters. 

Parallel with Micble Street, a block 
away, are railway tracks. There noisy 
switch engines, that never keep Sabbath, 
pnfT back and forth, day and night, send- 
ing showers of soot and smoke when the 
wind is right (and it usually is) straight 
over Namher 338, where, according to 
Jobn Addington Symonds and William 
Michael Rossetti, lived the mightiest seer 
of the century — the man whom they 
rank with Socrates, Epictetus, St. Paul, 
Michael Angelo, and Dante. 

It was in August of 1S83 that I first 
walked up that little street— a hot sultry 
summer evening. There had been a 
shower that turned the dust of the uu- 
paved roadway to mud. The air was 



close and muggy . The houses, buill right 
up to the side-walks, over which in little 
gntters the steaming sewage ran, seemed 
to have discharged their occupants iuto 
the street to enjoy the cool of the day. 
Barefooted children by the score paddlud 
in the mud. All the step3 were filled 
with loungers ; some of the men had 
discarded not only coats but shirts S3 
well and now sat in llaniing red under- 
wear, holding babies. 

They say that "woman's work is never 
done," but to the women of Mickle 
Street this does not apply, but slay ! per- 
haps their work is never done. Auyway, 
I remember that women sat on the curbs 
in calico dresses or leaned out of the 
windows, and all seemed supremely free 

' ' Can j-ou tell me where Mr, Whitman 
lives?" I asked b portly dame who was 
resting her elbows on a window-sill. 

"Who?'' 

"Mr. Whitman ! " 

" You mean Walt Whitman ? " 



, Molly, he'll 



"Yes." 

"Show the gentle] 
give you a nickel, I 'm sure ! " 

I had not seen Molly. She stood be- 
hind me, but as her mother spoke she 
seized tight hold of one of my fingers, 
claiming me as her lawful prey, and all 
the other children looked on with en- 
vious eyes as little Molly threw at them 
glances of scorn and marched me off. 
Molly was five, going on six, she told 
me. She had bright red hair, a grimy 
face and little chapped feet that made 
not a sound as we walked. She got her 
nickel and carried it in her mouth and 
this made conversation diOicult. After 
going one block she suddenly stopped, 
squared me around and pointing said, 
"Themis he!" and disappeared. 

lu a wheeled rattau chair, in the ball- 
way, a little back from the door of a 
p Jain weather-beaten house, sat the coat- 
less philosopher, his face and head 
wreathed ia a tumult of snow white hair. 

I had a little speech, all prepared 
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weeks before and committed to n 
tbat I itjtended to repeat, telling liim 
bow I Ijud rend bis poems and admired 
them. And furtber I had stored away in 
My miud a few blades from Leaves of 
Grass tbat I p^roposed to bring out at tbe 
right time as a sort of certificate of char- 
acter. But wLen that little girl jerked 
me right-about-face and heartlessly de- 
serted me, I stared dumbly at the man 
whom I bad come a hundred miles to see. 
I began angling for my little speech but 
could not fetch it. 

" Hello ! " called the philosopher, out 
of tlie white aureole ; " Hello I come 
here, boy I " 

He held out bis band and as I toolc it 
there was a grasp with meaning io it. 

" Don't go yet, Joe," be said lo a inai 
seated on the step smoking a cob pipe. 

" The old woman 's cailingrae," said tbe \ 
swarthy Joe. Joe evidently held truth. I 
lightly. " So long, "Walt ! ■ 

"Good-bye, Joe. Sit down, lad, sit i 
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I sat in the doorway at his feet. 

"Now is n't it queer— that fellow is a 
regular philosopher and works out some 
great problems, hut he '3 ashamed to ex- 
press 'em. He coulJ no more give you 
his best than he could fly. Ashamed I 
s'pose, ashamed of the best that is in 
him. We are all a little that way — 
all but me— I try to write my best, 
regardless of whether the thing sounds 
ridiculous or not — legardless of what 
others think or say or have said. Ashamed 
of our holiest, truest, andbest! Isitcot 
too bad ? 

" You are twenty-five no 
you may grow until you e 
then you will be as wise 
will be. Have n't you not 
of sixty hai'e no clearer vision than men 
of forty? One reason is that we have 
been taught that we know all about life 
and death and the mysteries of the grave. 
But the main reason is that we are 
ashamed to shove out and be ourselves, 
Jesus expressed his own iadividuality 



'? well boy, 
e thirty and 



ced that n 
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perhaps more than any man we know of, 
and so he wields a wider influence than 
any other. And this though we only 
have a record of just twenty-seven days 
of his life. 

"Now that fellow that jnst left is an 
engineer, and he dreams some beautiful 
dreams, but lie never expresses them to 
any one, only hints them to me, and this 
only at twilight He is like a weasel or 
mink or a whip-pDor-wiU, be comes out 
only at night. 

" ' If the weather was like this all the 
time people would never leam to read and 
write,' said Joe to me just as yon arrived. 
Aud isn't thatso? Here we can count 
a hundred people up and down this street, 
and not one is reading, not one hut that 
is just lolling about, escept the children 
and they are only happy when playing in 
the dirt. Why if this tropical weather 
should continue we would all slip back 
into South Sea Islanders ! You can only 
raise good men in a little strip around the 
North Temperate Zone — when 
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out of the track of the glacier a tender 
hearted, sympathetic man of brains is an 
accident." 

Theu the old man suddenly ceased and 
I imagined that he was following the 
thought out in his own mind. We sat 
silent for a space. The twilight fell, and 
a lamp-lighter lit the street lamp ou the 
corner. He stopped an instant to cheerily 
salute the poet as he past. The man sit- 
ting on the doorstep, across the street, 
smoking, knocked the ashes out of his 
pipe on his hoot heel and went indoors. 
Women called their children, who did 
not respond, bnt still played on. Then 
the creepers were carried in, to be fed 
their hread and milk aiid pitt to bed ; and 
shortly shrill feminine voices ordered the 
older children indoors, and some obeyed. 
The night crept slowly on. 
I heard old Walt chuckle behind me, 
talking incoherently to himself, and then 
he said : 

"Yon are wondering why I live in 
such a. place as this? " 
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"Yes, that is exactly what I was tUnk- 

" You think I belong in Ihe country, in 
some quiet shady place. But all I have 
to do is to shut my eyes and go there. 
No man loves the woods more than I— I 
was bom within sonod of the sea — donn 
onLouglitland and Iknotcall the songs 
that the s«a-sheU sings. But this babble 
and babel of voices pleases me better 
cspeaally since my legs went on a strike, 
for althongb I can't walk, yon see I still 
mtzwith the throng, so I stificr no loss. 
In the woods tt sua most be all hands 
and feet I ]ik« the ibiks, the phin, 
igBOTBBt nnpRtenikNis'iblks; and Ae 
ram^sters that come and slide oa b^ 
ccDar door do Bot distmb me a bit. I *b 
B Cai^fle— mn know be bad 
B wben be k>d«d Ub. 
self m. Nov «kv a batiste* gats by, 
txj^hfe MXS IapentbeUiBds.aBd 
ofcanM^vU tbeficUo. okt tbe 
]aiee«ftbmefc b«tbetagMsbnvsat 
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and refusing pay. Ti>day an Irishman 
passed iu three quarts of berries and 
walked off pretending to be mad becaose 
I offered to pay. When he was gone, I 
beckoned to the babies over the way — 

"Yes, I like the folks around here; I 
like the women, and I like the men, and 
Hike the babies, and I like the young- 
sters tllat play in the alley and make 
mud pies on my steps. I expect to stay 
here until I die." 

" You speak of death as a matter of 
course — you are not afraid to die?" 

" Ob, no, tny boy, deatb is as natural as 
life, and a deal kinder. But it is all 
good — 1 accept it all and give thanks — 
you have not forgotteu my cbaot to 
death 7 " 

"Not 1 1" 

I repeated a few lines from Drum Taps. 

He followed me, rappinggenlly with 
bis cane on the Qoor, and with little 
iuteijectory remarks of "That's so!" 
"Very true!" "Good, good!" And 
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when I faltered and lost t&e lines he 
picked them up where " The voice of 
my spirit tallied the song of the bird." 
Ill a strong clear voice hut a voice full 
of sttblime feeling he repeated ; 



totly airivinK, 



Id Uic doy. in Ihe 
Praised be the lal 



light, tc 



LDd for objects and kuowledfie 
-tt tovc-but praise? praiH 1 



rays gliding 
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at for thec^ I glori^ Ibce at»ve ml 
: ■ song Uiat wb<n ihaa most in 
infalteriaglj 



Appiaacb. a:nAK d 

Wli«a It ifl so. wkoi ftboD hast ta 

tioyoaakj siax Ibe dead, 

liOatiB the lorim, flnaling ocga of iBw. 

I«ied in the flood of thy blt«, O Death. 

Fna Be IotheeK>ad acRiiades. 

£]BB^» tot Ibce 1 pTYjpOQr, talatinf thee, adon- 

ments aod leastiap for t^ee. 
And the lights oT tbe open lanfatape asd the 

hifh ^uRsd itjr are filtiBx. 
Aad Ule and (ke faMa, MiJ Ike h^e B^ thu^U- 

Maickt. 



The last playing yoangater had silently 
disappeared from the streets. The door- 
steps were deserted — save wliere across the 
way a young man and maiden sat in the 
gloaming conversing in low monotone. 

The clouds had drifted away. 

Agreat yellow star slione out above the 
chimney tops in the east. 

"I wish you 'd come oftener — I see you 
so seldom, lad," said the o]d man, half 
plaintively. 

I did not explain that we had never 

met before— that I bad come from New 

York purposely to see him. He thought 

be knew me. And so he did — as much 
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as I ccmld impart. The rest was irrele- 
vant. Astomyoccupation or name, what 
booted it? — he had uo curiosity concern- 
ing me. I grasped his outstretched hand 
in both of my own. 

He said not a word ; neither did I. 

I turned and made my way to the ferry 
— past the whispering lovers oii the door- 
steps, and over the railway tracks where 
the noisy engines puffed. As I walked 
on board the boat the wind blew up cool 
and fresh from the west. The star in the 
east grew brighter, and other stars came 
out, reflecting themselves like gems in 
the dark blue of the Delaware. 

There was a soft sublimity in the sotmd 
of the bells that came echoing over the 
waters. My heart was very full for I had 
felt the thrill of being in the presence of 
a great and loving soul. 
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,s the first time and the last that I { 

w Walt Whitman. 



m. 

MOST writers bear no message : 
they carry no torch. Some- 
times tbey excite wonder, or 
they amuse and divert — divert us from 
our work. To be diverted to a cer- 
tain degree may be well, but there is 
a point where earth ends and cloudland 
begins, and even great poets occasionally 
befog the things which they would reveaL 
Homer was seemingly blind lo tnoch 
simple truth ; Virgil carries yon away 
from earth ; Horace was undone intboiit 
hisMacsnas; Dante makes you as exile ; 
Shakespeare was singularly tHail cott- 
ceming the doubts, diCQcuItic*, 3i>d aita- 
mon lives of common people; BjYOB'a 
Corsair life does not help yo* is yomt 
toil, and in his Sght with I 
and Scotch Reviewers we a 
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ity ; to be caught in tlie meshes of Pope's 
Dundad is not pleasant ; and Lowell's 
Fahle for Critics is only another Dun- 
ciad. But above all poets who have ever 
lived the author oi Leaves of Grass was 
the poet of humanity. 

Milton knew all about Heaven, and 
Daute conducts us through Hell, hut it 
was left for Whitman to show us Earth. 
His voice never goes so high that it breaks 
an impotent falsetto, neither does it growl 
and snarl at things it does not understand 
and not understanding does not like. 
He was so great that he had no cuvj', and 
his insight was so sure that lie bad so 
prejudice. He never boasted that he was 
higher, nor claimed to be less than any 
of the other sons of men. He met all on 
terms of absolute equality, mixing with 
tie poor, the lowly, the falleu, the op- 
pressed, the cultured, the rich— simply 
as brother with brother. And when he 
said to the outcast, "Not tOl the sun 
excludes you will I eiclude you," he 
voiced a sentiment worthy of a god. 
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He was brother to the elements, the 
mountains, the seas, the clouds, the sky. 
He loved them all and partook of tliem 
all in his large, free, unselfish, iinlram- 
melled nature. His heart knew no limits, 
and feeling his feet mortis'd in granite 
and his footsteps tenou'd in iutiuity he 
Icuew the amplitude of time. 

Only the great are generous ; only the 
strong are forgiving. Lite Lot's wife, 
most poets look back over their shoulders ; 
and those who are not looking backward 
insist that we shall look into the future, 
and the vast majority of Ihe whole scrib- 
bling rabble accept the precept, "Man 
never is, but alwas^ to be blesL" 

We grieve for chiWhood's happy days, 
and long for sweet rest in Heaven and 
sigh for mansions in the skies. And the 
people about us seem so indifferent, and 
our friends so lukewarm ; and really no 
one understands us, and our environment 
queers our budding spirituality and the 
frost of jealousy nips our aspirations : 
" O Paradise, O Paradise, ihe world is 



growing 



old ; who would not be at rest 



anci free wbere loi 



r cold." So 



sing Ibe fearsom* dyspeptics of tbe 
stylus. O aniemic be, you bloodless she, 
nipping at crackers, sipping et tea, wby 
not consider that although the evolution- 
ists tell us where we came from, and the 
theologians inform us where we are going 
to, yet the only thing we are really snre 
of ig that we are here I 

The present is the perpetnality moving 
spot where history ends and prophecy 
begins. It is our only possession : the 
past we reach through lapsing memorv-, 
baiting recollectioEi, hearsay, and belief; 
we pierce the future by wistful faith or 
anxious hope, bat the present is beneath 
oorfeeL 

Whittnon sings the bennty and the 
glory of the present. He rebutes our 
groans and sighs — bids us look about on 
crety side at the wonders of creation, and 
at the mirscles within onr grasp. He 
lifts ns up. restores ns to our own, intni- 
dnces DS to man and Nature and thus 



infuses into us courage, manly pride, 
self-reliance, and the strong faith that 
comes when we feel ourkinahip with God. 

He was so inised with the universe that 
his voice took on the sway of elemental 
integrity andcandor. Absolutely honest, 
this man was unafraid and unashamed, 
for Nature has neither apprcheusiou, 
shame nor vain-glory. In Leaves of 
Grass Whitman speaks as all men have 
ever spoken who believe in God and in 
themselves — oracular, without apology, 
without abasement — fearlessly. He tells 
of the powers and mysteries that pervade 
and guide all life, all death, all purpose. 
His work is masculine, as the sun is 
masculine ; for the Prophetic voice is as 
surely masculine as the lullaby and lyric 
cry are feminine, l 

Whitman brings the warmth of the sun 
to the buds of the heart so that they open 
and briug forth form, color, perfume. 
He becomes for them aliment aud dew; 
BO these buds become blossoms, fruits. 
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tall branclies, and stately trees that cast 
refreshing shadows. 

There are men who are to other men 
as the shadow of a mighty rock in a weary 
iand — such is Walt Whitman. 



196 



NATHANIEL HAWTHORNE 



197 



*' It was sometimes the case," continued Grand- 
father, **that affrays happened between such 
wild youngr men as ttiese and small parties of the 
soldiers. No weapons had hitherto been used 
except fists or cudgels. But when men have 
loaded muskets in their hands, it is easy to fore- 
tell that they will soon be turned against the 
bosoms of those who provoke their anger." 

" Grandfather," said little Alice, looking fear- 
fully into his face, " your voice sounds as though 
you were going to tell us something awful 1 " 

Grandfather's Chair, 
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LOB ■WIUJtA.M CURTIS.' 



HAWTHOHNE has himself drawn 
the picture of the " Old Manse " 
in Concord. He has given to it 
that quiet richness of coloring wbich 
ideally helongs to an old country man- 
sion. It seems so fitting a residence for 
one who loves to explore the twilight of 
antiquity — and the gloomier the better — 
that the visitor, among the felicities of 
whose life was included the freedom of 
the Manse, could not but fancy that our 
author's eyes first saw tlie daylight en- 
chanted by the slumberous orchard be- 
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hind the house, or tranquillized i 
twilight by the spacious avenue in front. 
The character of his imagination, and 
the golden gloom of its blossoming, com- 
pletely harmonize with the rusty, gable- 
roofed old house upon the river side, and 
the reader of hia books would be sure 
that his boybood aud youth knew no 
other friends than Ihe dreaming river, 
and the melancholy meadows and droop- 
ing foliage of its vicinity. 

Since the reader, however, would 
greatly mistake if he fancied this, in 
good sooth, the ancestral halls of the 
Hawthorn es, — the genuine Hawthom- 
den, — he will he glad to save the credit 
of bis fancy by knowing that it was here 
our autbor'a bridal tour, — which com- 
menced in Boston, then three hours 
away,— ended, and his married life be- 
gan. Here, also, his tirst child was bom, 
and here those sad and silver mosses ac- 
cumulated upon bis fancy, from which 
he heaped so soft a bed for our dreaming. 
"Between two tall gate-posts of tough 
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hewn stone {the gate itself having fallen 
from il3 liiages at some unkuowu epocU) 
we beheld the gray front of the old 
fjaraonage, terminating the vista of an 
avenue of blact ash trees." It was a 
pleasant spring day in the year 1S43, and 
as they entered the lionse, nosegays of 
fresh flowers, arranged by friendly hands, 
welcomed them to Concord and summer. 
The dark-haired man, who led his wife 
along the avenue that afternoon, had 
been recently au officer of the customs in 
Boston, before which he had led a soli- 
tary life ia Salem. Graduated with 
Longfellow at Bowdoin College, in 
Maine, he had lived a hermit in respect- 
able Salem, an absolute recluse even from 
his own family, walking out by night 
and writing wild tales by day, most of 
which were burnt in his bachelor fire, 
and some of which, in newspapers, maga- 
zines, and annuals, led a wandering, un- 
certain, and mostly unnoticed life. Those 
tales, among this class, which were at- 
tainable, he collected into a small vol- 
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ume, anil apprising Ihe world tliat they 
were " twice-told," sent Ibem forth anew 
to make their own way, in the year 1S41. 
But he piped to the world, and it did not 
dance. He wept to it, and it did not j 
mourn. The hook, however, as all ( 
boolts do, made its way into vai 
hearts. Yet the few penetrant ininda 
which recognized a remarkable power 
and a method -of strange fascination 
the stories, did not make the puhlic, n 
influence the public mind. "I was," he 
says in the last edition of these tales, 
"the most unknown author in America." 
Full of glancing wit, of tender satire, of 
esquiaite natural deception, of subtle and 
strange analysis of humiin life, darkly 
passion ale ami weird, Lheyjet floated ua- 
hailed harques upon the sea of publicity, 
— unbailed, but laden and gleaming at 
every crevice with the true treasure of 
Cathay, 

Bancrofl, then Collector in Boston, 
prompt to recognize and to lionor tal- 
ent, made the dreaming story-teller ft 
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snrvej^r in the castom-Tiouse, thus open- 
ing to him a new range of experience. 
From the society of phautoms he stepped 
upon Long Wliarf and plumply con- 
fronted Captain Cullle and Dirck Hat- 
teraick. It was no less romance to our 
author. There is no greater error of 
those who are called "practical men," 
than the supposition that life is, or can 
be, other than a dream to a dreamer. 
Shut bim up in a counting-room, barri- 
cade him with bales of merchandise and 
limit his library la the leger and cash- 
book, and his prospect to the neighboring 
Mgos; talk " Bills receivable" and "Sun- 
dries Dr. to Cash " to him forever, aud 
you are only a very amusing or very 
annoying phantom to him. The mer- 
chant prince might as well hope to make 
himself a poet, as the poet a practical or 
practicable man. He lias laws to obey 
not at aU the less stringent because men 
of a different temperament refuse to ac- 
knowledge them, and he is held to a 
loyalty quite beyond their conceptions. 
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So Captain Cuttle and Dirck HattMV | 
aick were as pleasant figures to our author | 
iu the picture of life, as any others, 
■went daily tipou the vessels, looked, and I 
listened, and learned ; was a favorite of ] 
the sailors, as Euch men always ai 
his wort faithfully, and having d 
his dream upon Long Wharf, was married 
and slipped np to the Old Manse, and a | 
new chapter in the romance. It opened J 
in " the most delightful little nook of a 
study that ever offered its snug seclusion ' 
to a scholar." Of the three years ir 
Old Manse the prelude to the Mosses 
is the most perfect history, and of the 
quality of those years the "Mosses" 
themselves are sufEcient proof. They 
were mostly written in the little study, 
and originally published in the Devto- 
cratic Revieiv, then edited hy Haw- I 
thorn e's friend O'SulUvan. 

To the inhabitants of Concord, how- I 
ever, our author was as much a phantom | 
and a fahle as the old Pastor of the parish, | 
dead half a century before, and whose I 
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faded portrait in the attic was gradually 
rejoining its original in native dust. The 
gate, fallen from its binges in a remote 
antiquitj-, was never re-!iung. The 
wheel-track leading to the door re- 
mained still overgrown with grass. No 
bold villager ever invaded tlie sleep 
of the glimmering shadows in the 
avenue. At evening no lights gleamed 
from the miodows. Scarce once iu many 
months dill the single old knobby-faced 
coachman at the railroad bring a fare to 
"Mr. Hawthorne's." " /l there any- 
body in the old house ? " sobbed the old 
ladies in despair, imbibing tea of a livid 
green. The knocker, which everybody 
had enjoyed the right of lifting to sum- 
mou tile good old Pastor, no temerity 
now dared touch. Heavens I what if the 
figure iu the mouldy portrait should peer, 
in answer, over the eaves, and shake 
solemnly his decaying surplice ! Nay, 
what if the mysterious man himself 
should answer the summons and come to 
the door ! It is easy to summon spirits. 
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— but if they come ? Collective Concord, 

mowing in the river meadows, embraced 
the better part of valor and left tbe 
kDocker untoucbed. A cloud of romance 
suddenly fell oat of Ibe heaven of fancy 
and enveloped the Old Manse : 
the bearded br 
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did not glance more wistfully toward tbe 
island of Sbalott and its mysterious lady 
than the reapers of Concord rye looked 
at the Old Manse aud wonrlered over iU 



Sometimes, in the forenoon, a darkly 
clad iigure was seen in the little garden- 
plot putting iu com or melon seed, and 
gravely hoeing. It was a brief apparition. 
The fanner passing toward town and see- 
ing (he sohlary cultivator, lost his faith 
in the fact and "believed he had dreamed, 
when, upon rctnming, he saw no sign of 
life, except, possibly, upon some Monday, 
tbe ghostly skirt of a shirt flapping 
Bpectrally iu the distaut orchard. Day 
dawned and darkened over the lonely 
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house. Summer with, "buds and bird- 
voices " came siugiug iu from the South, 
and clad the old ash trees in deeper green, 
the OJJ Maase, in profouudcr mystery. 
Gorgeous autumn came to visit the story- 
teller in his little western stuily, and de- 
parting, wept rainbows among hia trees. 
Winter impatieutlj' swept down the liill 
opposite, rifling tlie trees of each last 
clinging bit of Summer, as if thrusting 
aside opposing harriers and determined 
to search the mystery. But his white 
robes floated around the Old Manse, 
ghostly as the decaying surplice of tie 
old Pastor's portrait, and in the suowy 
seclusion of Winter the mystery was as 
mysterious as ever. 

Occasionally Emerson, or Ellery Chan- 
ning, or Henry Thoreau, — some Poel, as 
once Wbittier, journeying to the Merri- 
mac, or an old Brook Farmer who re- 
membered Miles Coverdale, with Arca- 
dian sympathy,— went down tlie avenue 
and disappeared in the house. Some- 
times a close observer, had he been am- 
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bushed among the long groasea of the ' 
orchard, might have seen thi. hast and 
one of his guests emerging at the back 
door, and sauntering to the river-side, 
step into the boat, and float off uutil 
they faded in the shadow. The spectacle ] 
would not hare lesseut'd the romance. 
If it were aflernoou,~one of the spec- 
trally sunny afternoons which oflen 
witch that region, — he would be only the . 
more convinced that there was s( 
thing inexpliccble in the whole matter I 
of this man whom nobody knew, who ^ 
WHS never once seen at town-meeting, 
and concerning whom it was whispered 
that he did not constantly attend church 
all day, although he occupied the ri 
end parsonage of the village, and had | 
unmeasured acres of manuscript sermons , 
in his attic, beside the nearly extinct I 
portrait of an utterly extinct clergym 
Mrs. RadcliiTe and Monk Lewis w 
nothing to this ; aud the awe-strickea 
observer, if he could creep safely out o 
the long grass, he did not fail to do b 
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quietly, forlifying Iiis courage by temem- 
beriug stories of the genial huuiauity of 
the last old Pastor wlio inhabited the 
Manse, and who for fifty years was the 
bland and beneficent Pope of Concord. 
A genial, gracious old man, whose mem- 
ory is yet sweet in the village, and who, 
wedded to the grave traditions of New 
England theology, believed of his young 
relative, Waldo EaierSiOn, as Miss Flite, 
toucbing her forehead, said of her land- 
lord, tbat he was "^M— quite — M— ," 
but was proud to love !ii him the heredi- 
tary integrity of noble ancestors. 

This old gentleman,— an eminent fig- 
ure in the history of tbe Manse, ami in 
all reminiscences of Concord, — partook 
safEciently of mundane weaknesses to 
betray his mortahty. Hawthorne de- 
scribes him watching the battle of Con- 
cord, from his study window. But when 
the uncertainty of that dark moment 
had so happily resulted, and the first 
battle-ground of the Revolution had be- 
come a spot of hallowed and patriotic 
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consideration, it -was a pardonable pride 
in the good old man to order his servant, 
■whenever there was company, to assist 
him in reaping the glory due to the 
owner of a spot so sacred. Accordingly, 
when some reverend or distinguished 
gnest sat witli tlie Pastor in his little 
parlor, or, of a summer evening, at the 
hospitable door under the trees, Jere- 
miah or Nicodemus, the cow-boy, would 
deferentially approach and inquire : 

" Into what pasture shall I turn the cow 
to-night, Sir?" 

And the old gentleman would audibly 
reply: 

"Into the battle-Seld, Nicodemus, into 
the battle-Geld ! " 

Then naturally followed wonder, iu- 
qoiry, a walk ia the twilight to the river- 
bank, the old gentleman's story, the 
corresponding respect of the listening 
visitor, and the consequent quiet com- 
placency and harmless satisfaction iu the 
clergyman's bosom. That throb of pride 
was the one drop of peculiar advantage 
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which the Pastor distilled from tlie revo- 
lution. He could not tiut fancy that he 
had a hand iu so famous a deed accom- 
plished upon land now his own, and de- 
meaned himself, accordingly, with coati- 
nental dignity. 

The pulpit, however, was his especial 
sphere. There he reignetl supreme ; there 
he esliorted, rebuketl, and advised, as in 
the days of Mather. There he inspired 
that profound reveteUL-e, of which he was 
BO proud, and which induced thematrons 
of the village, when h« was coming to 
make a visit, to bedizen the children in 
their Sunday suits, to parade the best 
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chair. In the pulpit he delivered every- 
thing with the pompous cadence of the 
elder New England clergy, and a sly joke 
is told at the expense of his even temper, 
that on one occasion, when loftily read- 
ing the hymn, he encountered ahlotupou 
the page quite obliterating the word, 
hut without losing the cadence, although 
in a very vindictive tone at the truant 
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deuce in Concord, I bad driven up willi 
some friends to an £esUietic tea at Mr. 
Einersou's. It was in the winter and a 
great wood-fire blazed upon the hos- 
pitable hearth. There were various men 
and women of note assembled, and I, 
who listened attentively to all the fine 
things tliot were said, was for some time 
scarcely aware of a man who sat upon 
the edge of the circle, a little withdrawn, 
his head slightly thrown forward upon 
his breast, and his bright eyes clearly 
burning uuder his black brow. As I 
drifted down the stream of talk, this per- 
son, who sat silent as a shadow, looked 
to me, as Webster might have looked had 
he been a poet,— a kind of poetic Web- 
ster. He rose and walked to the win- 
dow, and stood quietly there for a long 
time, watching the dead white landscape. 
No appeal was made to him, nobody 
looked after him, the conversation flowed 
steadily on as if everyone understood 
that his silence was to be respected. It 
was the same thing at table. In vain the 
ai3 
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" Do you know this Mr. Hawthorne ? " 
I said : " No," and tnt.sted to Time. 

Time justified my confidence and one 
day I, too, went (Iowa the avenue, and 
disappeared in the house. I mouuted 
those mysterious stairs to that apocry- 
phal study. I saw " the cheerful coat of 
paint, and golden-tinted paper-hangings, 
lighting up the small apartment ; while 
the shadow of a. willow tree, that swept 
against the overhanging eaves, atem- 
pered the cheery western sunshine." I 
looked from the little northern window 
whence the old Pastor watched the hat- 
tie, aud in the small dining-room beneath 
it, upon the first fioor there were 

Dainty chicken, Bnow-white liicad, 

and the golden juices of Italian vine- 
yards, which still feast insatiable mem- 

Our author occupied the Old Manse 
for three years. During that time he 
was not seen probably, by more than a 
dozen of the villagers. His walks could 
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easilj avoid the Ic 
he vas always sa 



en, and apoD the ir 
e of solitude. R % 



his favodte habit to bathe ereiy eve 
in the river, aRer night&n, i 
part of it over vhich the < 
stood, at vhidi the battle i 
SomrtinMs, bat amij, his bast a 
psnied another np the stzcam, md I 
call the siloit and pict^nismral i 
with which, at ooc oceas 
his pMcldle to cijitDteiact the b*d nnri^ 
of a friend wbo c o ost j en tionsly ctMsad- 
ered it hk dntr to ^ soa»Etbing and sot 
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not a thing had escaped his eye, nor had 
a single pulse of beauty in the day, or 
scene, or society, failed to thrill his heart. 
In this way his silence was most social. 
Everything seemed to have been said. 
It WHS a Barmecide feast of discourse, 
from which a greater aatisfactiou resulted 
thati from an actual banquet. 

When a formal attempt was made to 
desert this style of conversation, the re- 
sult was ludicrous. Once Emerson and 
Thoreau arrived to pay a call. They 
were shown into the little parlor upon 
the avenue, and Hawthorne presently 
entered. Each of the guests sat upright 
in his chair like a Roman senator ; to 
them, Hawthorne, like a Daciau king. 
The call went on, but in a most melan- 
choly manuer. The host sat perfectly 
still, or occasionally propounded a ques- 
tion which Thoreau answered accurately, 
and there the thread broke short off. 
Emerson delivered sentences that only 
needed the setting of an essay to charm 
the world ; but the whole visit was a 
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vague ghost of the lAoaday Evening Club 
nt Mr. Emerson's, — it wasagreat failtuc 
Had they all been lying idlj npon the 
river brink, or stroUing in Thorean's 
blackberry pastures, the result would 
have been utterly difieicnt. But impris- 
oned in the proprieties of a parlor, eacji 
a wild mau in his way, with a necessity 
of talking inherent in Uie nattue of the 
occasion, there was only a waste oftreas- 
ure. This was the only " call " in which 
1 ever knew Hawthorne to be involved. 

In Mr. Emcison's honse, I said it 
m I mi il alwmys nuwning. But Haw- 
UK)n]e*s bUck-ash trees and scraggy ap- 
ple-booglis shaded "A land in wUck 
it seemed always aflEtnooo." I do >at 
doobt that the kutns grew ^kng Ihe 
(naay lawge of the Coicanl bdnad his 
ba^«, aad that it was served, sabUy eott. 
oraled. to all his gwnti. The boose, its 
JM""*— . and Hi Kf^ lay, Aec^hlike, 
Vpaa tte cdg« of tbe litOe viOase. Voa 
bndcd tktf Oey an cuae togetkr. m4 
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jour imaginaiion, some poet wliose spell 
bad beld you, and would bold you, for 
ever, wasboased assuchapoetsboidd be. 
During the lapse of the three years 
since the bridal tour of twentj- miles 
ended at the " two tall gate-posts of rough 
hewn stone," a little wicker wagon bad 
appeared at intervals upon the avenue, 
and a placid babe, whose eyes the soft 
Concord day bad loucbed witb the blue 
of its beauty, lay looking tranquilly Up 
at the grave old trees, which sighed lofty 
lullabiesover her sleep. The ttanqnillity 
of the golden-haired "Una was the living 
and breathing type of the dreamy life of 
the old Manse. Perhaps, that being at- 
tained, it was as well to go. Perhaps our 
author was not surprised nor displeased 
when the hints came, "growing more 
and more distinct, that the owner of the 
old house was pining for his native air." 
One afternoon I entered Ihe study, and 
learned from its occupant that tbe last 
story be should ever write there was 
■written, Tbe sonoftbcoldpastoryeamed 
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Ibr Bis homestead. The lipht of another 
summer would seek its poet in the Old 
Manse, hut in vain. 

While Hawthorne had heen quietly 
writing in the " most delightful noofc of 
a study," Mr. Polk had heen elected 
President, and Mr. Bancroft in the Cabi- 
net did not forget his old friend the siu-- 
veyor in the custom-house. There came 
saggesdons and offers of variolas attrac- 
tions. Still loving New England, would 
he tarry there, or, as inspector of woods 
and forests in som e far-away island of the 
Southern Sea, some hazystripof distance 
seen from Florida, would he taste the 
tropics ? He meditated all the chances, 
without immediately deciding. Gather- 
ing up his household gods, he passed out 
of the Old Manse as its heir entered, and 
before the end of summer was domesti- 
cated in the custom-house of his native 
town of Salem. This was in the year 



Upon leaving the Old Manse he pub- 
lished the Mosses, anoouiicing that it was 
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the last collection of tales lie should put 
forth. Those ivho kaew him and recog- 
nized his value to our literature, trembled 
leat this was the last word from one who 
spoke only pearls and rubies. It was a 
foolish fear. The sun must shine— the 
Eca must roll — the bird must sing, and 
the poet write. Duringhis life in Salem, 
of which the introduction to the Scarlet 
Letter describes the ofGdal aspect, he 
wrote that romance. It is inspired hy 
the spirit of the place. It presents more 
vividly than any history the gloomy pic- 
turesqueness of early New England life. 
There is no strain in our literature so 
characteristic or more teal than that 
which Hawthorne had successfully at- 
tempted in several of his earlier sketches, 
and of which the Scarlet Letter is the 
great triumph. It became immediately 
popular, and directly placed the writer of 
stories for a small circle among the 
world's masters of romance. 

Times meanwhile changed, and Presi- 
dents with thein. General Tvier was 
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elected, and tlie Salem Collector letued. 



Ith 



e of the re 



ic points of Haw- 



tfaome's qniet life, that its changes have 
bten so frequently detennined by politi- 
cal events, which, of all others, are the 
most entirely foreign to his tastes and 
Iiabits. He retired to the hills of Bei^- 
shire, the eye of the woild now regard. 
ii^ his movements. There he lived a 
year or two in a little red cottage npoo 
the "Stocthridge Hovl," as a small late 
near that town is calle'L In this retreat 
be wrote the Hoase cf lie Smrm GabUf, 
irtiich more deeply conEnnedtheliteiaiy 
positioii already acqaiied for him by the 
Sxst lomance. The scrae blaid in Salem, 
as if be conUnot escape a strange &sci- 
Dxtion IB the witct»4iamited town of onr 
e«rij bktoiy. It is the same falai^ can- 
vas itpoa which plajs the iainbo«-&sh 
tif his fancy, never, i 
meat. Btcn thaa illi 
This marts all his wiilia^ Tbey have 
a teniUe fcemrtr. Hke Oe Siren, and Ibeir 
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After ais years of absence, Hawthorne 
bas returned to Concord, where he has 
purchased a small house formerly occu- 
pied by Orphic Alcott. When that phi- 
losopher came into possession, it was a 
miserable house of ttvo peaked gables. 
But the genius which recreated itself in 
devising graceful summer-houses, like 
tbat for Mr. Emerson, already noticed, 
soon smoothed the new residence into 
some kind of comeliness. It was an old 
bouse when Mr. Alcott entered it, but 
his tasteful finger touched it with pic- 
turesque grace. Not like a tired old 
drudge of a house, rusting into unhon- 
ored decay, but with a modest freshness 
that does not belie the innate sobriety of 
a venerable New England farm-house, 
the present residence of our author stands 
withdrawn a few yards from the high 
road to Boston, along which marched the 
British soldiers to Concord bridge. It 
lies at the foot of a wooded hill, a neat 
house of a "rusty olive hue," with a 
porch in front, and a central peak and a 



•Katbanlcl t>awtbotne 



piazza st each end. The genius for Bum- 
mer-houses has had full play upoii the 
hill behind. Here, upon the homely 
steppes of Concord, is a strain of Persia. 
Mr. Alcott tuilt terraces, and arbors, and 
pavilions, of boughs and rough stems of 
trees, revealing— somewhat inadequately, 
perhaps — the hanging gardens of delight' 
that adorn the Babylon of his Orphic 
imagination. The hill-side is no unapt 
erablein of his intellectual habit, which 
garnishes the arid commonplaces of life 
with a cold poetic aurora, forgetting that 
it is the ineiorable law of light to de- 
form as nell as adorn. Treating life as a 
grand epic poem, the philosopher Alcott 
forgets that Homer mnst nod, or we 
should all fall asleep. The world would 
not be very beautiful nor interesting, if it 
were all one huge summit of Mont Blanc. 
Unhappily, the terraced hill-sidc, like 
the summer-house upon Mr, Emerson's 
lawn, "lacks technical arrangement," 
and the wild wiucjs play with these archi- 
tectural toys of fancy, like lions with 
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Imrainiiig-birdp. They are gradually fall- 
ing, shattered, — aud disappearing. Fine 
locust-trees shade them, and ornamenl 
the hill with perennial beauty. The haiig- 
iog gardens of Seioiramis were not more 
fragrant than Hawthorne's hill-side dur- 
ing the June blossoming of tie locusts. 
A ftw young elms, some white pines aud 
young oaks complete llie catalogue of 
trees, A light breeze constantly fans the 
brow of the hill, malting harps of the 
tree-tops, and singing to our author, who 
"with a book in my hand, or an unwrit- 
ten boot ia my tlioughts," lies stretched 
beneath them in the shade. 

From the height of the hill the eye 
courses, unrestrained, over the solitary 
landscape of Concord, broad and still, 
broken only by the slight wooded undu- 
lations of iusignilicant billocks. The 
river is not visible, nor any gleam of 
lake. Walden Pond is just behind the 
wood in front, and not far away over the 
meadows sluggishly steals the river. It 
is the most quiet of prospects. Eight 
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New England shall become suddenly aa 
radiant with grace and terrible with trag- 
edy as any country and any time. Tlie 
waning afternoon in Concord, in which 
the blue-frocked fanners ate reaping and 
hoeing, shall set in pensive glory. The 
woods will forever after be hannted with 
strange forms. Yon will hear whispers, 
and tnnsic "i' the air." In the softest 
morning you will suspect sadness ; in the 
moat fervent noon, a nameless terror. It 
is because the iraagiualion of our author 
treads tie almost imperceptible line be- 
tween the natural and the supernatural. 
We are al! conscious of striking it some- 
times. But we avoid it. We recoil and 
hurry away, nor dare to glance over our 
shoulders lest we should see phantoms. 
What are these tales of supematoral ap- 
pearances, as well authenticated as any 
news of the day, — and -what is the sphere 
which they imply ? What is the more 
subtle intellectual appreheusiou of fate 
and its inHnence npon imagination and 
life? Whatever it is, it is the mystery 
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of the fasciiialioii of these tales. They 
converse with that dreadful realm as with 
our real world. The light of our atm ia 
poured by genius upon the phantoms we 
did not dare to contemplate, and lo? 
tliey are ourselves, unmasked, and play- 
ing our aiany parts. An unutterable sad- 
ness seizes the reader, as the inevitable 
black thread appears. For here Genius 
assures us what we trembled to suspect, 
but could not avoid suspecting, that the 
black thread is inwoven with all forma 
of life, with all development of char- 
It is for this peculiarity, whicli harmo- 
nizes so well with ancient places, whose 
pensive silence seems the trance of mem- 
ory musing over the young and lovely 
life that illuminated its lost years, — that 
Hawthorne is so intimately associated 
with tile "Old Manse." Yet that was 
but the tent of a night for him. Already 
with the Bliihedcle Romance, which ia 
dated from Concord, a new interest be- 
gins to cluster around "The Wayside." 
228 



■Watbanlcl fiawtborne 



I know not how I can more fitly con- 
clude these reminiscences of Concord and 
Hawthorne, whose owtt stories have al- 
ways a saddening close, than by relating 
an occurrence which tlighted to many 
hearts the beauty of the quiet Concord 
river, and seemed not inconsonant with 
its lonely landscape. It has the further 
fitness of typifying the operation of om- 
author's imagination r a tranquil stream, 
clear and bright witb sunny gleams, 
crowned with lilies and graceful with 
swaying grass, yet doing terrible deeds 
inexorably, and therefore forever after, 
of a shadowed beauty. 

Martha was the daughter of a plain 
Concord fanner, a girl of delicate and 
shy temperament, wlio excelled so much 
in study that she was sent to a fine acad- 
emy in a neighboring town, and won all 
the honors of the course. She met at 
the school, and in the society of the 
place, a refinement and cultivation, a 
social gayety and grnc«, which were en- 
tirely unknown in the hard life she had 
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led at home, and wtiicli by their very 
novelty, as well as because they harmo- 
nized with her own nature and dreams, 
■were doubly beaatiful aud fascinating. 
She enjoyed this life to the full, while 
her timidity kept her only a spectator ; 
and she ornamented it with a fresher 
grace, suggestive of the woods and fields, 
when she ventured to engage in the airy 
game. It was a sphere for her capacities 
and talents. She shone iu it, and the 
consciousness of a true position and 
genial appreciation gave her the full use 
of all her powers. She admired and was 
admired. She was surrounded by grati- 
fications of taste, by the stimulants and 
rewards of ambition. The world was 
happy, and she was worthy to live iu iL 
But at times a cloud suddenly dashed 
atbwart the sun — a shadow stole, datk 
and chill, to the very edge of the charmed 
circle in which she stood. She knew well 
what it was, and what it foretold, but she 
would not pause nor heed. The sun 
shone again ; the future smiled ; 3'outh, 
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beauty, and all geutle hopes and Ihoughta 
batbed the monient in lambent light. 

But 3Chool-days ended at last, and with 
the reeediug town in which they had 
been passed, the bright days of life dis- 
appeared, and forever. It is probable 
that the girl's fancy had been fed, per- 
haps indiscreetly pampered, by her ex- 
pcrieucc there. But it was no fairy-land. 
It was an academy town in New £ng- 
Ittnd, and the fact that it was so alluring 
is a fair indication of the kiud of life 
from which she had emerged, aud to 
which she now returned. What could 
she do? In the dreary round of petty 
details, in the incessant drudgery of a 
poor farmer's household, with no com- 
panions of any sympathy — for the family 
of a hard-working New England farmer 
are not the Chloes and Clarissas of pas- 
toral poetry, nor are cow-boys Corydons, 
— with no opportunity of retirement and 
cultivation, for reading and studying, 
which is always voted "stuff" under 
Buch circumstaaces, — the light suddenly 
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quenched out of life, what was she to 

do? 

"Adapt het^elf to her circmnstaiices. 
Why had sheshot from her sphere in this 
silly way ? " demands unanimous com. 
mon sense in valiant heroics. 

The simple answer is, thaf siie had 
only used all her opportunities, and that, 
although it was tio fault of hera that the 
routine of her life was in every way re- 
pulsive, she did struggle to accommodate 
herself to it,— and failed. When she 
found it impossible to drag oa at home, 
she became an inmate of a reGned and 
cultivated household in the village, where 
she had opportunity to fallow her own 
fancies, and to aisociate with educated 
and attractive persons. But evett here 
she could not escape the feeling that it 
was all iemporary, that her position was 
one of dependence ; and her pride, now 
grown morbid often drove her front the 
very society whicli alone was agreeable 



to her. This was all genuine, 
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ineomprise in her demeanor. She was 
always shy and silent, with a touching 
reserve which won interest and confi- 
dence, but left also a vague sadness in 
the mind of the observer. After a few 
months she made another effort to rend 
the cloud which was gradually darken- 
ing around her, and opened a scliool for 
young children. But although the in- 
terest of friends secured for her a partial 
success, her gravity and sadness failed 
to eseite the sympathy of her pupils, who 
missed in her the playful gayety always 
most winning to children, Martha, how- 
ever, pushed bravely oa, a. figure of tragic 
sobriety to all who watched her course. 
The farmers thought her a strange girl, 
and wondered at the ways of a farmer's 
daughter who was not content to milk 
cows, and chum butter, and fry pork, 
without farther hopp or thought. The 
good clergyman of the town, interested 
in her situation, sought a confidence she 
did not care to bestow, and so, iloling 
out a, b, c, lo a wild group of boys and 
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girls, she found that slie coulU not untie 
the Gordian knot of her life, and felt, 
with terror, that it must he cut. 

One summer evening she left her 
father's house acd walked into the fields 
aloue. Night came, hut Martha did not 
return. The family became anxious, 
inquired if anyone had noticed the di- 
rection in which she went, learned from 
the neighbors that she was not visiting, 
that there was no lecture nor meeting to 
detain her, and wonder passed into ap- 
prehension. Neighbors went into the 
adjacent woods and called, hut received 
no answer. Every instant the awful 
shadow of some dread event solemnized 
the gathering groups. Everyone thought 
what no one dared to whisper, nntil a 
low voice suggested "the rivet.'' Then, 
withtheswiflnesaof certniaty, all friends, 
far and near, were roused, and thronged 
along the banks of the stream. Torches 
flashed in boats tliat pnt off in the terrible 
search. Hawthorne, then living in the 
Old Manse, was summoned, and the man 
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whom the villflgera had only seen at 
morning as a musing spectre in his gar- 
den, now appeared among them at night 
to devote his strong arm and steady heart 
to their service. The hoats drifteil slowly 
down the stream — the torches flared 
strangely upon the black repose of the 
water, and upon the long, slim grasses 
that, weeping, fringed the marge. Upon 
banks, silent and awe-stricken crowds 
hastened along, eager and dreading to 
find the slightest trace of what they 
sought. Suddenly they came upon a 
few articles of dress, heavy with the 
night dew. No one spoke, for no one 
had doubted the result. It was clear that 
Martha had strayed to the river, and 
quietly gained the repose she sought. 
The boats gathered round the spot. 
With every implement that could be 
of service the melancholy task began. 
Ijong intervals of fearful silence euaited, 
but at length, toward midnight, the sweet 
face of the dead girl was raised more 
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placidly to the stars than ever it had been 
to the sun. 



So ended the village tragedy. The 
reader may possibly find in it the origi- 
nal of the thrilling conclusion of the 
Bliihedale Romance, and learn anew 
that dark as is the thread with which 
Hawthorne weaves his spells, it is no 
darker than those with which tragedies 
are Hpnn, even in regions apparently so 
torpid aa Concord. 
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The aboriginal men who carried fire from a 
volcano and then after many centuries started a 
little blaze of their own did a mighty deed. But 
gorillas carry clubs, and apes throw stones, and 
certain varieties of woodpeckers play on musical 
instruments for the benefit of their mates, hunt- 
ing long and carefully for a resonant piece of 
timber. 

Lecture on Bird-Life, 



238 



AUDUBON. 



ONS Suuday, as bright and brilliant 
a day as ever gladdened the eye- 
sight, or sent thrilling pulses of 
health tliTough the outworn body, 1 wan- 
dered, as it was then my habit, beyond 
the outskirts of NewYotk, Myroadled 
me past several subnrfian houses, pleas- 
antly rising amid their green groves, and 
along the banks of the Hudson. A sa- 
cred silence was brooding everywhere, 
as if Nature, sympathiaing with the sol- 
emn offices of the day, had consecrated 
aa hour to meditation. Behind me lay 
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the town with its masses of perpetnal uu- 
quiet life ; hcfore me tlie sloops with their 
white wings were fioatiug lazily on the 
snrface of the stream ; while all around 
were the gteen fields and the cheering 
sunshine. Those squads of strollers who 
usually select that day for the invasion of 
the sylvan solitudes, were not yet abroad, 
andonly the insects with their small hum, 
or the hirds with their sweet morning 
hymns, Seemed to he alive in the midst 
of the infinite repose. 

After wandering for some hours, I 
turned into a rustic road which led di- 
rectly down towards the river. A nohle 
forest was planted on one side of it, aad 
on the other vast grain Gelds lay laughing 
in the sun, or listening to the complacent 
murmur of a. brook that stole along in 
the midst of clumps of bushes and wild 
briers. About the lialf-wom path groups 
of cattle loitered, some cropping the 
young grass, and others looking contem- 
platively towards tlie distant shine of the 
stream, which flashed through the vista 
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of trees in moltea baads of silver. It 
was such a scene as Cuyp oc Paul Potter 
would have loved to paint, if the native 
country of those artists had ever furnished 
them with so lovely and glorious a sub- 
ject. 



But my walk soon 
country house into 
entirely adapted to 
scenery, yet simple i 
its architecture, ai 
bowered amid elms 



brought a secluded 
view, — a house not 
the nature of the 
md unpretending in 
id beautifully em- 

aml oaks. Several 



graceful fawns and a nohle elk were 
stalking in the shade of the trees, appar- 
ently unconscious of the presence of a 
few dogs, and not caring for the n umerous 
turkeys, geese, and other domestic ani- 
mals that gabbled and screamed around 
them. Nor did my own approach startle 
the wild, beautiful creatures that seemed 
as docile as any of their tame compan- 



"Is the master at home?" I asked of 
i piettj maid-servant who answered my 
tap at the door, and who after informing 
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me that he was, led me into a 
the left aide of the broad hall. It was 
not, however, a parlor, or an ordinary 
reception-room that I entered, but evi- 
dently a room for work. In one comer 
stood a painter's easel, with abalf-linished 
sketch of a beaver on paper ; in the other 
lay the skin of an American panther. 
The antlers of elks hungupon the walls ; 
stuffed birds of every description of gay 
plumage ornamented the mantle-piece ; 
and exquisite drawings of field-mice, 
orioles, and woodpeckers were scattered 
promiscuously in other parts of the room, 
across one end of which a long rude table 
was stretched to hold arl 
scraps of drawing paper, 
folio volumes filled with delicious paint- 
ings of birds taken in their haunts. 

This, said I to myself, is the studio of 
the naturalist, but hardly bad the thought 
escaped me, when the master himself 
made bis appearance. He was a tall, 
thin man, with a high arched and serene 
forehead, and a bright penetrating gtay 
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eye ; his white locks fell iu clusters upon 
his shoulders, hut were the only signs of 
age, for his form was erect, and his step 
as light as that of a deer. The expression 
of his face was sharp, but noble and com- 
manding, and there was something in it, 
partly derived from the aquiline nose and 
partly from the shutting of the mouth, 
which made you think of the imperial 



His greeting, as lie entered, was at 
once frank and cordial, and showed you 
the sincere and true mail. " How kiud it 
is," he said with a slight French accent, 
and in a pensive tone, "to come to see 
me; and how wise, too, to leave that craiy 
dty!" He then shook me warmly liy 
the hand. "Do yow know," he contiu- 
nes, " how I wonder that men can con- 
sent to swelter and fret their lives away 
amid those hot bricks and pestilent va- 
pors, when the woods and fields are all 
BO near? It would kill me soon to be 
confined in such a prison-house; and 
when I am forced to make an occasional 
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e with loathing and 



sadness. Ah ! how often when I have been 
abroad on the mountains has my heart 
risen in grateful praise to God that it 
was uot uiy destiny to waste and pine 
among those noisome congregations of 
the city." 

This man was Andnbon, the ornitholo- 
gist, whose eKtraordinary adventures in 
the pursuit of a favorite science, whose 
simple, manly character, and whose un- 
equalled accuracy and skill as an artist 
in a. peculiar walk, has made his name 
known to the civilized world. 

He was over sixty years of age when 
the writer of this sketch made his ac- 
quaintance, and he was then as ardent 
in the prosecution of his studies, as bold 
in his projects for additional acquisitions, 
and as animated in his conversation and 
manner, as he could have been forty 
years before. Indeed, he was even at 
that advanced period of his life on the eve 
of an excursion to the Eocky Mountains, 
in search of some specimeus of wild aui- 
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mals of wbich he hart heard, and the 
following year he passed the summer on 
the Upper Missouri and the Yellowstone 
rivers. His love of his vocation, after 
d disap- 
lie Qua ft 



e year the 



rable trials, 
pointments, gave the lie 
Maecenas of Horace, and 
of his life most intense. 

Audubon was horn the 
Declaration of Independence was made 
(1776I, on a plantation in Louisiana, then 
a French possession, where his father, a 
retired and cultivated French naval offi- 
cer, had settled, and where, under the in- 
struction of that esccUent parenl, he 
acquired as a mere child his love for 
natural objects. As eaily aahe could re- 
member, he says, he took an interest ia 
the animal creation, and because he could 
not be always with the birds, he brought 
the birds to him, as well as he could, by 
taking their portraits, in a rude nnin- 
stmcted way. 

The joung naturalistwas sent to France 
to perfect his skill. In Paris, he took 




lessons of David, but at 
the task, aud longed to 



to his native woods. "What had I lo do," 
he asked, " with monstrous torsos and the 
beads of heathen gods, when my business 
lay among the birds ? " Sure enough ; and 
accotdinsb'r the student made his way 
back to the fields. He took possession 
of a farm on th« banks of the Schuyl- 
kill, in Pennsylvania, which had been 
given to him by his father, and here the 
taste thus early developed became the 
master passion of his life. He continued 
his researches and his drawings; but let 
it here be said, for the encouragement of 
youthful genius, that those drawings did 
not then display the excellence which 
marked his subsequent efforts. 

It was not long after that he was mar- 
ried to a woman in every way adapted to 
his elevated taste, ^one who appreciated 
his genius and sympathized iu his pur- 
suits ; and with her, the better to pursue 
his studies, he removed to a residence he 
bad purchased a L Henderson, Kentucky. 
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He gives a graphic account of bis first 
journey to that new home, which was 
then distant and desolate. Steamboats 
bad not yet vexed the placid waters of 
the Ohio, to drive away the flat-boat and 
the canoe, and the shores were still 
covered with a lusuriant virgin vegeta- 
tion. Unbroken thickets, enormous trees, 
endless reaches of forests rose on all 
sides, and where populous cities now send 
up tbeir noise and smoke, the vultures 
screamed from the bill-tops, and savage 
animals came down to the openings to 
drink. But all this only made the region 
more inviting to the young voyager, and 
be penetrated the vast solitudes witb a 
sprightly, eager joy. It was precisely 
amid tile rich and varied magnificence 
of nature that be hoped to find those 
winged treasures for which bis soul 
yearned. Creation in her fulness and 
glory was there, and be only longed to 
batbeiu her luxuriance, 

Oncesettledinhisrastic Western dwell- 
ing, Audubon made wide and frequent 
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J. not merely into all parts of 
the neighboring country, hut ovet much 
of our whole broad inland, Frovided 
with a rough leathern dress, ■with a knap- 
sack that contained his pencils a.ud col- 
ors, and with a good trusty gun at his 
Bide, he wandered for days, and even 
mouths, in search of animals to describe 
and paint. At one time, we find him 
watching for hours in the tangled cane- 
breaks of Kentucky, where some shy 
songster is silently rearing her brood , at 
another, he is seen sealing the almost in- 
accessible mountains, where the eagle 
hovers over its rocky nest ; now he is 
floating in a frail skiff down the rushing 
tide of the Mississippi, and is carried on 
he knows not whither by the flood ; then 
the jealous Indian prowls about his lonely 
path, or lurks beneath the trees in which 
he sleeps, waiting for an opportunity to 
put an end to his life and his uncompre- 
hended labors together ; here he begs 
shelter and food in some lonelj' log-cabin 
of the frontiers, — and there he wanders 
34& 
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hopelessly tlirough the iu terminable pine- 
barrens of Florida, wbile hunger and 
heat and thirst, and insects and wild 
beasts, beleaguer his steps like so many 
persecuting spirits. But wherever he is, 
whatever lot betides,— in difficulty and 
danger, as well as iu the glow of discov- 
ery and success, — the same high, genial 
enthusiasm warms him, the same unfal- 
tering purpose sustains and fortifies his 
soul. The hero on tlae battle-field never 
marched to victory more firmly than he 
marched to the conquests of science aiid 
art. What opulent experiences, what 
varieties and revulsions of feeling, what 
dread despairs and exulting hopes were 
involved in that long solitary career? 
We fancy that we who live amid the in- 
cessant whirl of our straining civilization, 
who are caught up an d borne onward by 
its manifold warring streams of trade, 
politics, amusement, and frivolity, that 
we know something of life ; but that 
wandering naturalist, I take it, had ex- 
n his lonely life to which our 
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strangest anxieties would be fame. The 
spirit in solitude is brought face to face 
with realities more awful iiud stem than 
death, and therefore it is that the aea, the 
desert, the still endless wood, when we 
are alone with them, move our profouud- 
est and saddest emotions. 

It. was curious to observe the influence 
which this life had eserted upon the 
mind and character of Audubon. With- 
drawing him from the conventionalities 
and cares of a more social condition, he 
always retained the fresh, spontaneous, 
elastic manner of a child, yet his constant 
and deep conversation with the thought- 
ful mysteries of nature, had imparted to 
him also the reflective wisdom of the 
sage. Whatever came into his mind he 
uttered with delightful unreserve and 
naivete ; but those utterances at the same 
time bore marks of keen original insight, 
and of the deepest knowledge. Thus, 
he knew nothing of the theology of the 
schools, and cared as little for it, because 
the untaught theology of the woods had 
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filled his mind with a nobler aenae of 
God than the schoolmen had ever 
dreamed ; he knew, too, nothing of our 
poUtica, and cared nothing for them, be- 
cause to Ms simple integrity they seemed 
only frivolous and vain debates about 
rights that none disputed, and duties that 
all fulfilled ; and his reading, confined, I 
suspect, mainly to the necessary litera- 
ture of his profession, was neither exten- 
sive nor choice, because he found in his 
own activity, earnestness, and invention, 
a fountain-head of literature, abundantly 
able IQ supply all llls intellectual and 
spiritual wants. The heroism and poetry 
of his own life gave him no occasion to 
leam the heroism and poetry of others ; 
yet his apparent neglect of the " human- 
ites " bad wrought no hardening or vul- 
garizing eflect upon his nature, for his 
Bympathiea were delicate, and his man- 
ners soft, gentle and refiued. 

Ailer years of labor, some of his draw- 
ings were shown by him lo Lawson, who 
engraved designs for the works of Lucien 
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Bonaparte, Prince of Musignano, but 
they were rejected by Lawson as quite 
impossible to be engraved. 

Nothing daunted by this repulse, Au- 
dubon at length proceeded to England. 
He relates with the utmost simplicity 
that on going to Europe, he trod its busy 
cities more desolate of heart amid their 
throngs than he had ever been in the 
woods, and fancied that no one of all the 
driving multitudes there, would know or 
care about the unfriended backwoods- 
man, who came without acquaintances 
and without introduction, to solicit their 
hospitality and 3id. But what was his 
surprise and delight to find that at Edin- 
burgh he was generously welcomed by 
Jeflrey, Wilson, and Sir Walter Scott ; 
while at Paris, Cuvier, St. Hilaire, and 
Humboldt (whom, by the way, he had 
once casually met in America) were proud 
to call him friend. The learned societies 
hastened to greet him with their first aca- 
demical honors, and he was introduced 
as a companiou and peer among men 
25a 
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eminent in all walks of literature and art, 
■whose names are illustrious and venera- 
ble in botli hemispberes. No painful 
quarantine of bope deferred, as too often 
falls to tbe lot of genius, ivas appointed 
to his sliare, — no protracted poverty wJtb- 
ered and cut sbort his laliors. Tbe result 
was a work on Omitbologj-, — with splen- 
did volumes of paintiugs, illustrated in 
tbe letter-press with animated descrip- 
tions and lively incidents of personal 
adventure. When it was published, it at 
once established bis fame abroad, and, 
though be knew it not, gave him. a high 
reputation at home. But besides tbe 
willing and instant applause be received, 
it should be said that of tbe one hundred 
and seventy subscribers to his book, at 
one thousand dollars each, nearly half 
came from England and France. This 
testimony to his merit was as honorable 
to those who gave it as it was to him who 
received it, and must have largely com- 
pensated him — not for the expense, 
which we will not mention here — but for 
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the trouble and pain of his almost mirac- 

After a. few years he returned to Amer- 
ica to enrich his portfohoa and jonmala 
with materials for other volumes of what 
he characteristically named his " Ornith- 
ological Biography." No term could have 
been more happily chosen to designate 
both his paintings and descriptiona, for 
both are actual histories of their objects. 
A faithful portrait or transcript of the 
form and plumage of his aerial friends 
was not all that he desired to accofflplish, 
as if they had no lives of their own and 
no relations to Ibe rest of uature, and 
sat for ever, melancholy and alone, like 
the stock-dove of the poet, brooding over 
their own sweet notes. He wished to por- 
tray them in their actual habitudes and 
localities, such as he had found them for 
years in their homes. Knowing how they 
were reared and mated and made a living, 
how each one had its individualities of 
character and custom, how its motions 
and postures and migrntious were as 
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mncli a. part of its Lislory aa its stnictnre 
and hue, and bow the food it fed upon, as 
■well as the trees on which it built, were 
important elements in the kiiowledge of 
it, as a fact of creation, he strove to rep- 
resent each in itsmost characteristic and 
striking peculiarities and ways. And by 
tliis means he obtained another end, be- 
yond fidelity to the truth of things, in 
that rich variety of accessories, which is 
essential to picturesque effect. 

This was not, however, a success that 
in any degree intoxicated his mind, for 
no sooner had he finally returned home, 
crowned with fame aad easy in fortune, 
than he resumed his arduous tasks. His 
wau not a nature that could he content 
with reposing upon laurels. On tBe con- 
trary, an incessant activity was the law 
of life. If anything could have tempted 
him into the indolence of a comfortable 
retirement, it was the charm of his happy 
family, where, surrounded by his accom- 
plished wife and sons, blessed with com- 
petence, and enjoying general respect, he 
ass 
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could have wliiled away the evening^ of 
his days in security, peace, and affection. 
But stronger than these to him were the 
seductions of the fields and that nameless 
restless impulse wliich ever forces men 
of genius along their peculiar patlis. He 
was soon agalu imniersed in preparations 
for hia perilous journeys, and set out 
upoa them with, as much hopefulness 
and joy as had ever marked his earlier 

Those who have turned c 
of Audubon's large books, 
who remember to have see: 
exhibition he once made i 
of this city, will recall with grateful feel- 
ing the advantages of liis method. They 
will rememlier how that vast and bril- 
liant collection made it appear to the 
spectator as if he had been admitted at 
once to all sylvan secrets, or at least that 
the gorgeous infinity of the bird-world 
had been revealec! to him in some liappy 
moment of natm-e's confidence. All the 
gay denizens of t'je air were there, — some 



er the leaves 
r better still, 
the collected 
the Lyceum 
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alone on swaying twigsof the bircli or 
maple, or on bending ferns and spires of 
grass ; others in pairs tenderly feeding 
their yoi:ng with gandj or green insects, 
or in groups pursuing their prey or de- 
fending themselves from attack ; while 
others again clove tlie thin air of the hills 
or flitted darkly through secluded brakes. 
All were alive, — all graceful, ^all joyous. 
It was impossible not to feel among them 
that there was something in birds which 
brought them uearer to our affection than 
the rest of the animal tribes ; for while 
these are either iudiffereut tons, or inimi- 
cal, or mere servile ministers, birds are 
ever objects of admiration and solicitude. 
Nobody loves or even so much as lites 
insects, or reptiles, or worms ; fishes 
have an uuutterably stupid and unsenti- 
mental look, and deserve to be caught ; 
wild beasts, though sometimes savagely 
grand and majestic, are always dreadful, 
and tame beasts we subjugate and there- 
fore despise ; but birds win their way to 
our hearts and itoagioatioiis by athou- 
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gandties. They are lovely in their forms 
and fascinating in their habits. They 
have canny knowing eyes, they have 
wonderfully pretty and brilliant hues, 
their motions are the perfection of 
beauty, and they lead free, happy, me- 
lodions lives. Their swift and gracefnl 
evolations, now rising like an arrow to 
the very gate of heaven, and anon out- 
speeding the wind as it curls the while 
caps of tile ocean, and above all, their far- 
off mysterious flights in the drear au- 
tumn, awaken aspirations and thought, 
and breed a vague mysterious human in- 
terest in their destiuies, while their soags, 
profuse, varied, sparkling, sympathetic, 
glorious, filling the world with melody, 
are the richest and tenderest of nature's 
voices. Among tlie recollections of child- 
hood, those of the birds we have fed and 
cherished are often the sweetest, and in 
maturer years the country home we love, 
the nooks where we have meditated, or 
the field in which we have worshipped, 
are the greener and the dearer for the 
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memory of the hirds. Thus they axe 
associated with the most cbarming fea- 
tures of the estemal world, and breathe 
a spell over the interiar world of thought. 
They are the poetry of nature, and at the 
same time a pervadiug presence of 
poetry. Shakspeare, Keats, Shelley, 
Bums, Bryant, and Wordsworth are their 
laureates, and while language lasts we 
shall hear an echo of their strains in the 
cadences of " immortal verse." 

In this view of the matter, Audubon 
needs no apology for his lifelong devo- 
tion to birds, or for the affectionate in- 
terest he everywhere manifests in his 
writings about them. It must not be 
understood that he was exclusive in bis 
attachments, for besides the nomencla- 
ture and scientific descriptions of his 
volumes, there are ■delightful episodes 
on natural scenery, local character and 
amusements, auecdotes of adventure, 
and sketches of the grander phenomena 
of winds and floods. In one place he 
tells us of an earthquake he experienced, 
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in another of a. fearfal tempest, next of 
the hospitality of old friends suddenly 
and strangely fonad in a secluded comer 
of Canada, then of a ball in Newfound- 
land or of a barbecue in Kentucky, and 
anon we are initiated into the mysteries 
of the maple-sugar camp, or stand ap- 
palled at tlie iahunian feats of the wreck- 
ers of the Florida reefs. liis style, 
sometimes a little too ambitious and dif- 
fuse, is always vivacious and clear. The 
slight vein of egotism that runs through 
hia interludes, gives au added charm to 
them, while, whatever his theme or your 
own mood, there is an impetuous, bound- 
ing enthusiasm ia all that he says, — a 
strain of esuheraat and exulting animal 
spirits, that carries you whither he wills. 
A sedate, restrained, dispeptic manner 
would have beeu impossible iu one writ- 
ing as he did in all the freshness of inspi- 
ration, aud iu the immediate presence of 
his objects. 

When Audubon had completed his va- 
rious ornithologies, he projected, with 
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the aid of the Rev. Dr. Bachtnar 
firm friend, tbe well-kn-o 
similar work in respect to tlie quadru- 
peds. Indeed, he had already, in hia pre- 
vious wanderings, accumulated a large 
mass of materials, and was only anxious 
to complete hia design. But the ap- 
proach of age,— he waa then nearly sev- 
enty, — induced his friends to dissuade 
him from some of the niore toilsome and 
hazardous expeditions necessary to com- 
plete this undertaking. He therefore 
left a portion of it to Dr. Bachman and to 
his sons, wlio inherit much of his talent. 
Before this second great undertaking 
was accomplished the over-wrought con- 
stitution had begun to fail, the powers of 
bothmiad and body were eihansted— the 
once brilliant eye could no longer keenly 
inspect the minute and delicate organs 
of the smaller quadrupeds or birds, nor 
could the once firm hand trace aught 
but trembling lines. "We have heard 
that the last gleam of light stole across 
his features a few days before his death, 
z6i 
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when one of his sons held before him, as 
he Eat in his chair, some of his most 
cherished drawings. 

He died <iu (he 27th of January, T851, 
gently as a child composes himself to his 
beautiful sleep. Without show, or the 
least attempt at parade of any kind, his 
remains were attended to their resting- 
place in Trinity Cemetery, adjoining his 
residence, by his family and a few friends. 
But in a short space of time the decease 
of this great, though simple-hearted man 
was known both throughout our own 
broad land and Etirope. 

I cannot hut tbink that his countrymen 
made too little account of his death. It 
was perhaps, however, not to be expected 
that the multitude, who knew nothing of 
his services, should pay him their trib- 
utes of gratitude and respect, but it was to 
be supposed that our scientific societies 
and our artist associations would at least 
propose a mo uunient to one who was so 
rare an ornament to both. Yet if they 
were neglectful, there are those who will 
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not be, and who will long cherish his 
name ; and, in the failure of all human 
memorial, as it has been elsewhere said, 
the little wren will whisper it about our 
homes, the robin and the reed-bird pipe 
it from the meadows, the ring-dove will 
coo it from the dewy depths of the woods, 
and the mountain eagle scream it to the 
stars. 
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I swear to thee, worthy reader, if report belie 
not this warrior, I would g^ve all the money in 
my po<^et to have seen him accoutred cap-a-pie, 
in martial array— booted to the middle— sashed 
to the chin— collared to the ears— whiskered to 
the teeth — crowned with an overshadowing 
cocked hat, and girded with a leathern belt ten 
inches broad, from which trailed a falchion, of a 
length that I dare not mention. 

A History of New York, 
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I. T. TOCKBRMAN.' 



THE simiJaritj or tlie landscape in 
different portions of the country, 
is often mentioned aa a defect in 
□nr scenery ; but it lias the advantage of 
constantly affording an epitome of tiature 
and an identity of suggestion favorable 
to national associations. Witbont Ihe 
wild beauty of the Ohio or the ItLxuriant 
vegetation of the Mississippi, the Hudson 
thus preserves a certain verisimilitude in 
the form of its banks, the windings of its 
channel, and the hills and trees along iis 
shores, essentially American. The re- 
*WTittno ia tSsifTPyUDam-B JfomaiifAmm- 



flective observer can easily find in tlieae 
characteristic features, and in the details 
of the pauorama that meets his eye, even 
dating a rapid transit, tokens of all that 
is peculiar and endeared in the condition 
and history of his native land ; and it is 
therefore not less Ratifying to his sense 
of the appropriate than his feeling for the 
beautiful, that the home of our favorite 
author should consecrate the scene. 

To realize how the Hndsou thus ideu- 
tilies itself with national associations, 
while scanning the details we must hear 
in mind the general relations of the noble 
river, — the great metropolis toward which 
it speeds ; the isle-gemmed bay and ad- 
jacent ocean ; and then, reverting to the 
chain of inland seas with which it is 
linked, and the junction of its grandest 
elevations with the vast range of the 
Alleghanies that intersect the hoandlesa 
West, recall the intricate network of iron 
whereby the most distant village that 
nestles at their feet is connected with its 
picturesque shores. Thus regarded as a 
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vital part of a sublime whole, the Hudson 
fills the imagination with grandeur while 



it fascinates the 






A few miles from the shores, and iu 
mflnj instances on the highest ranges of 
hills, gleam isolated lates, fringed with 
woods and dotted with small islands, 
whence azalea blossoms and feathery 
shrubs overhang the water, which is pel- 
lucid as crystal, iu summer decked with 
lilies, in winter affording inexhaustible 
quarries of ice, and, at all seasons, the 
most romantic haunts for the lover of 
nature. Nor is this comprehensive as]>ect 
confined to the river's uatura] adjuncts. 
The immediate localities are equally sig- 
nificant. 

On the Jersey shore, which meets 
the gane at the very commencement of 
the upward voyage, are visible the grove 
where Hamilton fell — the most affect- 
ing incident in onr political annals ; and 
the heights of Weehaw ken, celebrated by 
the muse of Halleck ; soon, on the op- 
po^te shore, we descry Ihe evergreen foli- 
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age of Trinity Churcli Cemetery, beneath 
which lie the remains of that brave explor- 
er of the forest and lover of the winged 
tribesoftheland — Audubon; uowriaethe 
PflUsadea— nearer landmarks of the bold 
stand first taken iiy the colonists against 
British oppression, where Fort Washing- 
ton was captured by the Hessians in 
1776 ; and whence the enemy's vessels 
of TOar were so adroitly frightened away 
by Talbot's (ire-ship, and the most perse- 
cuted martyrs of the Revolution were 
borne to the infamous prison-ship at 
Long Island. This wonderful range of 
columnar rock, varying in height from 
fifty to five hundred feet, and extending 
along the river to the distance of twenty 
miles, rises perpendicular from the water, 
and the cbaonel often runs immediately 
at its hase. The gray, indented sides of 
this natural rampart, its summit tufted 
with thicketB and a few fishers' huts 
nestled at its foot, resemble the ancient 
walls of an impregnable fortress ; here 
and there the traces of a wood-slide mark 
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its weather-stained face ; and in the still- 
ness of a winter day, wben tbe frozen 
water collected in its apertures expands 
in the sunshine, from the outer side of 
the river may be distinctly teard the 
clang of the falling trap-roct dissevered 
from the mass. Opposite are seen the 
variegated hills and dales of Westchester 
County. There let us pause, in the neigh- 
borhood of our author's residence, to 
view the familiar scene amid which he 
lives. Gaze from beneath any of the 
porticos that hospitably offer shelter ou 
the hillsides and at the river's marge, 
breathe tlie pure air, and couteniplate the 
fresh tints of a June morning. la tbis 
vicinity the river espandsto the width of 
two or three miles, forming what is called 
Tappan Bay — which, seen from the sur- 
rounding eminences, appears lite an im- 
mense lake ; picturesque undulations 
limit the view, meadows covered with 
luxuriant grain that waves gracefully in 
the breeze, emerald with turf, dark with 
copses, or alive with tasselled maize, al- 
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temate with clumps of fores t-treea i 
cheerful orchards. Over this scene o 
rural prosperity flit gorgeous clout 
through a firmament of pale azure, an 
around it wind roads that seem to lui 
the spectator into the beautiful glens o 
the neighboring valleys. Nearer to h; 
eye are patches of woodland, overhanj 
lug ravines where rock, foliage, an 
stream combin e to form a romantic an 
sequestered retreat, invaded by no soun 
but that of rustling leaf, chirping bin 
hummiDg insect, or snapping chestnu 
burr ; parallel with these delicious nooi 
that usually overhang the river, are fielc 
in the highest state of cultivation su 
rounding elegant mansious ; but farth< 
inland stretch pastures where the mullei 
grows undisturbed, stone walls and vi 
grant feucesdividefallowactes, tbeswee 
briar clambering over tlieir ruggt 
surface, clumps of elder-bushes or a fe 
willows clustered about the pond, an 
the red cooes of the sumac, dead leave 
brown mushrooms, and downy thistle 



Irving 



mark one of those neglected yet wildly 
Tural spots which Crabbe loved to de- 
scribe, ^vea bere at the sunset bour 
we have but to turn towards tbe river, at 
some elevated point, and a scene of inde- 
scribable beauty is exbibited. The placid 
water is tinted with amber, hues of trans- 
cendent brigbtuess glow along tbe west- 
ern horizon, fleecy masses of vapor are 
illumined witli exquisite shades of color ; 
deep scintillations of rose or purple kin- 
dle the edges of tbe clouds ; the zenith 
wears a ctystalline tone ; the vesper star 
twinkles with a bright though softened 
ray ; and the peace of beaven seems to 
descend upon tbe transparent wave and 
the balmy air. And if we observe tbe 
immediate scene around one of the bum- 
ble red-roofed homesteads or superior 
dwellings, which are scattered over tbe 
hillsides and valleys of this regiou, and 
call back the vision from its widest to tbe 
most narrow range, tbe eye is not less gra- 
tified, nor tbe heart less moved, by images 
of rustic comfort nud beauty. Perhaps a 
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large tulip-tree, with its broad expanse of 
verdure and waving chalices, or a superb 
chestnut, plumed with feathery blossoms, 
lends its graceful shade, while we follow 
the darting swallow, watch the contented 
kine, or curioasly note the humming- 
bird poised, like a fragment of the rain- 
bow, over a woodbine wreathed about tbe 
jiorcb, and mark the downy bee clinging 
to the mealy stamen of the hollyhock, or 
niunnnring on the pink globe of the 
clover. The odor of the hay-field, the 
glancing of countless white sails far be- 
low, the flitting of shadows, and the re- 
freshing breeze — all unite to form a picture 
of tranquil delight. 

Resuming our course, after such an 
interlude, we pass the scene of the gal- 
lant and unfortunate Andre's capture 
aud execution. Stony Point, where 
another fierce struggle for our liberties 
occurred, the site of the fortification 
being marked by a lighthouse, the tower- 
ing Dunderberg mountain, and that 
lofty promontory called Anthony's Nose, 
274 



f rvin s 



where a. Hudden. turn of tbe river in a 
western ilirection all at ouce ushers us 
into the glorious Highlands. The ionse 
once occupied by the traitor Arnold is 
soon forgotten in the thought of Kos- 
ciusko, whose monument rises on the 
precipitous hank at West Point ; and here 
the wild umbrage that covers Cro'nest 
recalls Drake's fanciful poem ; and old 
Fort Putnam, crowning the highest of 
the majestic hills, seems waiting for 
the moonbeams to clathe its ruins wilh 
enchantment ; Buttermilk Pall glimmers 
oil one side, while the proud summit of 
the Grand Sachem towers on the other. 
Then opens the bay of Nembiirgh, a 
towu memorable as the spot where the 
mutinous letters of the Revolution were 
dated, and where the headquarters and 
parting scene of Washington and his 
officers are consecrated to endeared re- 
membrance. Beyond appear the most 
beautiful domains in the land, where 
broad ranges of meadow and groups of 
noble trees, in the highest state of order 
S75 
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and fertility, transport lis in fancy to 
rural life of Eiiglami. The last great fea- 
ture of tliis uiatchless panoratoa is the 
Kaatskill Mountains rising in their misty 
shrouds, or, in a clear atmosphere, stretch- 
ing away in magnificent proportions, 
whence the eye may wander for sixty 
miles over a country mapped hy prolific 
acres, with every sbade of verdure— sub- 
limated, ES it were, by interminable 
ranges of mountain, and animated by the 
silvery windings of the Hudson, whose 
gleaming tide lends brilliancy to the 
more dense hues of tree, field, aud um- 
brageous headland. 

The navigable extent of the river, and 
the fresh tints of its water, banks, and 
sky, are in remarkable contrast with 
those celebrated transatlantic streams 
endeared to our imagination. To an 
American the first view of the Tiber aud 
the Seine, their turbid waters and flat 
shores, occasions peculiar disappoint- 
ment ; and it is tlie associations of the 
Rhine and Lake Como, and those feat- 
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urea thej derived from art, which cliiefly 
gave them superiority. The mellow 
light of the past and the charm of an 
historical name, invest the mined, castles 
and famed localities of their shores with 
an enduring interest. 

In the spirit of hearty enthusiasm, not 
less than local attachment, does Irving 
thank God he was bom on the banks of the 
Hudson ; for it possesses all the elements 
requisite to inspire the fancy and attach 
the heart. The blue waving line of its 
distant hills in the twilight of the early 
dawn ; the splendid liues of its surround- 
ing foliage in autumn ; the glassy expanse 
of its broad surface, and the ermine 
drapery of its majestic promontories in 
winter ; the scene of verdant luiury it 
presents in summer ; its sheltered nooks, 
pebbly coves and rocky bluffs ; the echoes 
of the lofty Highlands, and the balmy 
hush of evening, when the saffron-tinted 
water reflects each passing sail, and the 
cry of the whippoorwill or monotone 
of the katydid, are the only sounds of 
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life — all utter a mysterious appeal to the 
senses and imagination. 

Washington Irving, although so obvi- 
ously adapted hj natural endowments 
for the career in which he has acquired 
such eminence, was educated, like many 
other meu of letters, for the legal profes- 
sion ; he, however, early abandoned the 
idea of practice at the bar for the more 
lucrative vocation of a merchant. His 
brothers were established in business in 
the city of New York, and invited him 
to take an interest iu their house, with 
the understanding that his literary tastes 
should be gratified by abundant leisure. 
The unfortunate crisis in mercantile af- 
fairs that followed the peace of 1815, in- 
volved his family, and threw him upon 
his own resources for subsistence. To 
this apparent disaster is owing his subse- 
quent devotion to literature. The strong 
bias of his own nature, however, had 
already indicated this destiny ; his inapti- 
tude for aSairs, his sensibility to the 
beautiful, his native humor, and the love 



Hrvlrs 



he early exhibited for wandering, observ- 
ing, and indulging in day-dreams, waald 
infallibly have led liim to record his fan- 
cies and feelings. Indeed, he had already 
done so with effect, in a series of letters 
which appeared in a newspaper of which 
his brother was editor. His tendency to 
a free, meditative, and adventurous life, 
was confirmed by a \'isit to Europe iu his 
early yonth. 

Bom in the city of New York, on the 
3d of April, 1733, he pursued his studies, 
his rambles, anil his occasional pen-craft 
there, until 1S04, whea ill health made 
it espedient for him to go ahroad. He 
sailed for Bordeaux, snd thence roamed 
over the most beautiful portions of 
Southern Europe ; visited Switzerland 
and Holland, sojourned in Paris, and 
returned home iu 1S06. During his ab- 
sence he seriously entertained the idea 
of becoming ft painter ; but subsequeiitly 
resnmed bis law studies, and was ad- 
mitted to the bar. Soon after, however, 
the first number of Salmagundi ap- 
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peared, au era in our literaij annalB ; 
and in December, 1S09, was published 
Knickerbocker's History of New York. 
He afterwards edited the Analedic 
Magazine. In the autumn of 1S14 he 
joined tbe military staff of Ihe Governor 
of New York, as aide-Je-camp and sec- 
retary, with the title of Colonel. At the 
close of the war he embarted for Liver- 
pool, with a view of making a second 
tour in Europe ; but the financial trou- 
bles intervening, and the remarkable 
success which had attended hia literary 
enterprises, being au encouragement to 
pursue a vocation whicb necessity, not 
less than tasle, now urged him to follow, 
lie embarked in the career of authorship. 
The papers which were published under 
the tide of Tk€ Sketch-Book, at once 
gained him the sympathy aud admiration 
of his contemporaries. Tbey origiually 
appeared in New York, but attracted im- 
mediate attention in England, and were 
republished there in iSao, After residing 
there five years, Mr. Irving again visited 
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Paris, aud returned to bring out Bract' 
bridge Hall in London, in May, 1822. 
Tbe next \nntet lie passed in Dresden, 
and in the following spring put Tales of 
a Traveller to press. He soon after went 
to Madrid and wrote the Life of Colum- 
bus, which appeared in 182S. In the 
spring of that year he visited the South 
of Spain, and the result was the Chroni- 
cles of ike Conquest of Granada, which 
was published iu 1829. The same year 
he revisited that region, aud collected 
the materials for his Alhambra. Be was 
soon after appointed Secretary of Lega- 
tion tothe American Embassy in Ivondon, 
which office he held until the return 
of Mr. McLane in 1831. 

"While in England he received one 
of the fifty-guinea gold medals, pro- 
vided by George IV,, for eminence in 
historical composition, and the degree 
of LL-D. &om the Uiiiversity of Oxford, 
His return to New York in 1832 was 
greeted by a festival, at which were 
gathered his surviving friends and all the 
2S1 
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illustrious men of bis native metropo- 
lis. The following summer be accom- 
panied one of tbe Commissioners for 
removing the Iiidiou tribes west of the 
Mississippi. The fmit of tbis excursion 
was his graphic Tour on the Prairies. 
Soon after o.'p'peaieAAbbolsford and A'ew- 
siead Abbey, and Legends of (he Con- 
guest of Spain. In 1836 be published 
Astoria, and in 1837 The Adventures 
of Captain Bonneville. In 1839 he con- 
tributed several papers to the Knick- 
erbocker's Magasine. Early in 1S41 he 
was appointed MinisLer to Spain. On his 
return to this comitry iu 1846, lie began 
a publication of a revised edition of his 
works, to the list of which he has since 
added a Life of Goldsmith aud Maho- 
met and his Successors ; and he is uow 
engaged upon a Life of Washington. 

This outline should be filled hj- the 
reader's imagination with the accessories 
and the coloring' incident to so varied, 
honorable and congenial a life. In all hia 
wanderings, bis eye was busied with the 



■ffrvinfl 




Bcenes of nature, aud cognizaut of tlielr 
every feature, his memory brooded c 
the traditions of the past, and his heart^ 
ca.nght and reflected every phase of hu-V 



melancholy -liilla._of_ig^ 
ioff the exuberant wiMet_ 

"TiSSs of-his ugtwe. land, gathering up 
their most picturesque aspects, and their 

~lnosr~aSectJng legends, and transferring 
thftm, with the pure and vivid colors of 
""^5" genial txpressioii, iuto permanent 
Memorials.' Every quaint outline, every 
mellow lint, the aerial prospective that 
leads the sight into the mazes of anti- 
quity, the amusiug still-life or character- 
istic human attribotes,~all that excites 
wonder, sympathy, aud merriment, lie 
thus recognized and preserved ; and shed 
over all the sunny atmosphere of akintily 
heart and the freshness of a natural zest, 
and the attraction of a. modest character, 
— a comhinatiou which has heen happily 
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The eminent success wliicli has a 
tended the late republication of Irving'* 
works, teaches a lesson that we hope wilt, 
not be lost on the cultivators of litera- \ 
ture. It proves a truth which all men of \ 
enlightened taste intuitively feel, bnt/'^ 
whichis constantly forgotten by perverse' 
aspirants for literary fame ; and that 13 
— the permanent value of a direct, simple 
and natnral style. It is not only the 
genial philosophy, the humane spirit, the 
humor and pathos of Irving, which en- 
dear his writings and secure for them i 
an habitual interest, but it is the refresh- , 
ment afforded by a reciureuce to the I 
unalloyed, unaffected, clear, and flowing 
style in which he invariably e^r^sea 
himself. 

The place which our author holds in 
national affection can never be super- 
seded. His name is indissolubly asso- 
ciated with the dawn of our recognized 
literary culture. We have always re- 
garded his popularity in England as one 
of the most charming traits of his reputa- 



L, and that, too, for the 



■very reEOons 
isigned as de- 



II the heart which reEpoads to all 
5 geneTous in ssTnpathy and noble 



rogatory to hia iiationalspirit. Histreat- 
sntof English subjects; the felicitous 
inner in which he revealed the life of 
r ancestral land to us, her prosperons 
offspring, mingled as it was with vivjd 
pictures of our own scenery, touched ft 

tbat if 

[f we regard Irving with 
lal pride and affection, it is partly 
It of his cosmopolitan tone of 
a qnality, among others, in which 
! greatly reseniLles Goldsmith, It is, 
/ indeed, worthy of a true American writer 
that, with his owa country and a partic- 
ular region thereof as a nucleus of his 
sentiment, he can see and feel the char- 
acteristic and the beautiful, not only in 
old England, but in romantic Spain ; 
that tie phlegmatic Dutchman and the 
mercurial southern European find an 
equal place in his comprehensive glance, 
f To range from the local wit of Salma- 
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gundi to the grand aud serious historical 1 
enterprise wliicli achieved a classic Li/s \ 
of Coiumdus, and from the simple grief I 
embalmed iu the " Widow's Son 
observant humor of " The Stout 
man," bespeaks not only an artist of I 
exquisite and versatile skill, bnt a man 
of the most liberal heart and catholic ^ 

Reputations, in their degree and kind' 

abstract things, — and iu that of Wash- 
ington Irving ttere is a completeness and 
unity seldom realized. It accords, in its 
uQchalleaged purity, with the harmoni- 
ous character of the author and the se- 
rene attractions of his home. By temper- 
ament aud cast of mindhe wasordained 
to be a gentle miuistec at the ahar of lit- 
erature, au interpreter of the latent mnsic 
of natra-e and the redeeming affections of 
humauity ; aud, with a consistency uot 
less dictated by good sense than true 
feeling, he has distinctively adhered lo 
the sphere be was especially gifted to 
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ailom. Since his advent a 
intense style has come into vogue ; 
ing rhetoric, bold verbal tactics, and a. 
more powerful exercise of thought charac- 
terize many of tlepopularautliorsof ttiS ~~i 
day. But in literature as in life, there / 

are various provinces both of utihty anJl.^ ') 
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tone, a reliance on the 
kindly eniotiona, nnd the refined percep- 
tions, are qualities eminently desirable. . 
Therefore as we look forth vpou the calm 
aud picturesque landscape that 'environs 
him, we are content that no fierce po- 
lemic, visionary philaulhropist, or mor- 
bid sentimentalist has thus linked Ms 
name with the tranquil beauties of tlje 
scene ; but that it is the home Of an au- 
thor who, with graceful diction ami an 
affectionate heart, celebrates the scenic 
charms of the outward vrorld and llie 
harmless eccentricities and natural senti- , 
ment of the race. The true bias of Irr ' 
viiig's ^uius is artistic. The., lights and 
shadows of English life, the legeuda^. 
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:eofSpain, tlie novelties of atonr 
on the Prairies of the West, and of adven- 
tures in the Rocky Maiantains, the poetic 
heauty of the Alhambm, the memories 
of Abbotsford and Newstead Abbey, the 
quaint and comfortable pliilosophy of 
the Dutch colonists, and the scenery of 
the Hudson, are themes upon which he 
expatiates with the grace ancL zes t of a 
master. His affinity of style with tBe 
classic British essayists, served not ollly 
as an invaluable precedent in view of tras 
crude mode of expression prevalent half 
B century ago among us, but also proyed 
a bond in letters betwe'eii our own cc^n- 
try and England, by recalling the iden- 
tity of language and domestic life, a 
time when great asperity of feeling divi- 
ded the two countries. 

/life and 
the impil!seof our n ational de'i liiLy ' TtTT 

either to sustain- (rTrtlOl'esOme ailachment 
lo the past, or jaapire diBintefSEed feel- 

a. 
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ings and imaginative recreation. Ac- 
cordingly we rejoice that our literaiy 
pioneer ia not only an a rtist of the beau- 
■Tifiil, but one whose pencil is dipped iu 
"""^ tlie -mellow tints of legendary 1ot£, who 
inftiaes the element ot repose and the 
sportiveness of fanpy into his creations, 
and thus yields, genuine refreshm ent and 
a needed lesson to the fevered raiuds of 
his countrymen. Of all his immortal 
pictures, however, the most precious to 
bis countrymen is that wUicb contains J 
the house of old Baltus Van Tassel,^ I 
especially since it has been refitted and / | 
ornamented by Geofiey Crayon ; and 
pleasant as it is to their imagination as 
Wolfert's Roost, it is far more dear to • 
their hearts as Sunnyside. 

And the legends which he has so grace- 
fully woven aroQlid every striking point 
in ttic scene, readily assimilate with its 
character, wliethcr they breathe gro- 
tesqtte humor, haTiuless superstition, or 
pensive sentiment, Wc smile habitually 
and with the same zest, at the idea of ine 
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Trumpeter's rubicund proboscis, the val- 
iant defence of Bearn Island, and the 
figure which the pedagogue cuts on the 
dorso] ridge of old Gunpowder; and, 
inhaling the magnetic atmosphere of 
Sleepy Hollow, we easily give credit to 
the apparition of the Headless Horae- 
man, and have no desire to repudiate the 
frisking imps of the Duj^el'a Dans Ea- 
rner, The busom charms of Katrina 
Van Tassel, and the substantial comforts 
of her paternal farmhouse, are as tempt- 
ing to us as thej once were to the unfor- 
tunate Ichabod and the successful Brotn 



The mansion of this prosperous and 
valiant family, so often celebrated in 
his writings, is the residence of Wash- 
ington Irving. It is approached by a se- 
questered road, which enhances the effect 
of its natural beauty. A more tranquil 
and protected abode, nestled in the lap- 
of nature, never captivated a poet's eye. 
Rising from the bank of the river, which 
a strip of woodland alone intercepts, it 
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mntes every mral charm to tbe most 
complete seclusion. From this interest- 
ing domain is visible the broad surface 
of the Tappan Zee ; the grounds slope to 
tbe water's edge, aud are bordered by 
wooded ravines ; a clear brook ripples 
near, and several neat paths lead to shad- 
owy walks ot fine points of river scenery. 
The house itself is a gracefol combination 
of the English cottage and the Dutch 
farmhouse. The crow-stepped gables, 
the tiles in the hall, and the weather- 
cocks, partake of the latter character ; 
wllile the white walls gleaming through 
the trees, the smooth aud verdant turf, 
and the mantling vines of ivy and clam- 
bering roses, suggest the former. In- 
deed, in this delightful homestead are 
tokens of all that is most characteristic 
of its owner," The simplicity and rustic 
grace of the abode indicate an unper- 
• verted taste, — its secluded position a love 
of veiled pictures of English conntiy-life ; 
the weathercock tliat used to veer about 
on the Btadthouse of Amsterdam, is a 
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symbol of the fatherland ; while the one 
tliat adorned the grand dwellings in Al- 
bany before the Revolution, is a signifi- 
cant memorial of the old Dutch colonists; 
and they are thus bott associated with 
the fragrant memory of that famous and 
unique historian, DIedrich Knicker- 
bocker. The quaint and the beautiful 
are thus blended, and the effect of the 
whole is aiugularly harmonious. From 
the quietude of this retreat are obtaina- 
ble the most extensive prospects ; and 
while its sheltered position breathes the 
very air of domestic repose, tbe scenery 
it commands is eloquent of broad and 
generous sympathies. 

Not less rare than beautiful is the lot of 
the author to whom it is permitted to 
gather up the memorials of his fame and 
witness their pennaneat recognition, — 
the first partial fa vorofhiscon temporaries 
renewed by the mature appreciation of 
another generation ; and equally gratifj- 
iug is the coincidence of such a noble 
satisfaction with a return to the cher- 
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iahed and picturesque haunts of child- 
hood and youth. It is a phase of life 
scarcely less delightfal to coDtetitplate 
than to enjoy ; and we agree with a na- 
tive artist who declares that ia his many 
trips up and down the Hudson, he never 
passed Sunnyside without a thrill of 
pleasure. Nor, if thus interesting even 
as au object in the landscape, is it diffi- 
cult to imagine what moral attractions it 
possesses to the kindred and friends who 
there habitually enjoy such genial com- 
panionship and frank hospitality. To 
this favored fpot, around which his 
fondest reminiscences hovered during a 
long absence, Mr. Irving returned a few 
years since, crowned with the purest lit- 
erary renown, and as much attached to 
hia native scenery as when he wandered 
there in the holiday reveries of boyhood. 
And here, in the midst of a landscape his 
pen has made attractive in both hemi- 
spheres, and of friends whose love sur- 
passes the highest need of fame, he lives 
in daily view of scenes thrice endeared — 
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by taste, association, and habit — the old 
locust tliat blossoms on tbe green bank 
in spring, the brook that sparkles along 
tlie grass, the peaked tTuret and vine- 
covered wall of that modest yet tradi- 
tional dwelling, tbe favorite valley 
watered by tbe romantic Pocantico, and, 
above all, the glorious river of bis heart. 
We are strongly tempted to record 
some of the charming anecdotes which 
fall from bis lips iu tbe bonrof genial 
companionship; to revert to the details 
of bis personal career ; the remarkable 
coincidences by which, he became a spec- 
tator of some of the moat noted occur- 
rences of the last half-century ; — his 
personal intercourse with the gifted and 
renowned of both hemispheres ; the fond 
admiration manifested by his countrymen 
in making bis name familiar as a house- 
bold word, on their sliips and si 
their schools, hotels, and townships ; the/ 
beautiful features of his domesticlife ; tha 
affectionate reverence with which he fe 
regarded by bis relatives and his : 




This is the place. Stand still, my steed, 

I<et me review the scene ; 
A.nd summon from the shadowy Past 

The forms that once have been. 

A Gleam of Sunshine. 
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ONE calm afternoon in 
of 1837, a yonag man passed 
down the elm-shaded walk that 
separated the old Craigie House in Cam- 
bridge from the highroad. Reaching the 
door, lie paused to observe the huge, 
old-fashioned brass knocker and the 
quaint handle, — relics, evidently, of an 
epoch of colonial state. To his tniud, 
however, the house and these signs of 
were not interesting from the 
; of antiquity alone, bat from 
their association with tbe early ciays of 
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our revolution, whca General Washing- 
toD, after the battle of Buuker Hili, had 
his heaiiqnorters in the mansion. Had 
bis hand, perhaps, lifted this same latch, 
lingering as lie clasped it in the whiil 
of a myriad emotions? Had he, too, 
paused in the calm summer afternoon, 
and watched the silver gleam of the 
broad rivet in tlie meadows — the dreamy 
bine of the Miltou hills beyond? And 
had the tranquillity of that landscape 
penetrated his heart with " the sleep that 
is among Ibe hills," and whose fairest 
dream to him was a hope now realized in 
the peaceful prosperity of his country? 

At least tbe young man knew that if 
the details of tbe mansion had been some- 
what altered, so that he could not be per- 
fectly sure of touching what Washington 
touched, yet he saw what Washington 
saw — the same placid meadow-lands, the 
same undulating horizoa, the same calm 
stream. And it is thus that au old house 
of distinct association, asserts its claim 
and secures its influence. It is a nucleus 
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of interest, — a heart of romance, from 
which pulse a thousand reveries enchant- 
ing the summer hours. For although 
every old country mansion is invested 
'with a nameless charm, from that anti- 
quity which imagination is forever crowd- 
ing with the pageant of a stately and 
heautiful life, yet if there be some clearly 
outlined story, even a historic scene pecu- 
liar to it, then around that, as the bold 
and picturesque foreground, all the ima- 
gery of youth, and love, and beauty, in 
a thousand-fold variety of development, 
is grouped, and every room has its poetic 
passage, every window its haunting face, 
every garden-palU its floating and fading 
form of a quite imperishable beauty. 

So the young man passed not -unac- 
companied down the elm-shaded path, 
and the air and the scene were affluent 
of radiant phantoms. Imaginary ladies, 
of a state and dignity only possible in 
the era of periwigs, advanced in all the 
solemnity of mob-caps to welcome the 
stranger. Grave old coiirtiers, beruffled, 
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bewi^ed, sworded, and laced, trod i 
aadibly, with gracious bow, the spaciooB 
walk; and comely maidens, resident i: 
mortal memory now only as shrivelled 
and tawny duennas, glanced modest 
looks, and wondered what new charm 
had risen that momiag upon the some- 
what dull horizon of Iheir life. These, 
arrayed in the ricliness of a poet's fancy, 
advanced to welcome him. For well I 
they knew whatever of peculiar interest 1 
adorned their house would blossom into 
permanent forms of beauty in the light 1 
of genius. They advanced to meet, 
the inhabitants of foreign and strange I 
towns approach, with supplication i 
submission, the leader in whose eyes J 
flames victory, sure that he would do for' i 
them more than Ihey could do for theiii>i< I 

But when the brazen clang of the hnge I 
knocker had ceased resounding, the great 1 
door slowly opened, and no phantom I 
serving-man, but a veritable flesh i 
blood retainer of the hostess of the m 
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aiou invited the visitor to enter. He in- 
quired for Mrs. Craigie, In answer, tlie 
door of a little parlor was thrown open, 
and the young man beheld a tall, erect 
figure, majestically crowned with a fur- 
ban, beneath which burned a pair of 
keen gray eyes. A commanding gravity 
of deportment, harmonious with the 
gentle-woman's age, and with the ances- 
tral respectability of the mansion, assured 
profound respect ; while, at a glance, it 
was clear to see that combination of re- 
duced dignity condescending to a lower 
estate, and that pride of essential supe- 
riority to citcumstauces, which is tradi- 
tional among women in the situation of 
the turhaned lady. There was kindli- 
ness mellowing the severity of her reply 
to her visitor's inquiry if there was a 
room vacant in the house. 

" 1 lodge students no longer," she re- 
sponded gravely, possibly not without 
regret — as she contemplated the appli- 
cant — that she had vowed so stem a reso- 
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"But I am not a student," answered 
the stranger; "I am a professor in tlie 
Univeraity." 

"A professor?" said she inquiringly, 
as if her mind failed to conceive a pro- 
fessor without a clerical sobriety of ap- 
parel, a white cravat, or at least specta- 

" Professor Longfellow," continued 
the guest, introducing himself. 

"Ah! that is different," said the old 
lady, lier features slightly relaxing, as if 
professors were, ex-qffido, innocuous, and 
she need no longer barricade herself 
behind astern gra-vity of demeanor. "I 
will show you what there is." 

Thereupon she preceded the Professor 
up the stairs, and gaining the upper hall, 
paused at each door, opened it, permitted 
him to perceive its delightful fitness for 
his purpose, — kindled expectation to the 
utmost — then qnietly closed the door 
again, observing : " You cannot have 
that." It was most Barmecide hospital- 
ity. The professorial eyes glanced rest- 
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lessly around tlie fine old-ftsiiioned point* 
ofthe mansion, marked fhe wooden carv- 
ings, the air of opulent respectability in 
the past, whicli corresponds in New Eng- 
land to the impression of ancient nobility 
in old England, and wondered in which 
of these pleasant fields of suggestive asso- 
ciation he was to be allowed to pitch his 
lent. The turban ed hostess at length 
opened the door of the southeast comer 
room in the second story, and, while the 
guest looked wistfully in and awaited 
the customary, " You cannot liave that," 
he was agreeably surprised by a variatioa 
of the strain to the effect that he might 
occupy it. 

The room was upon the &out of the 
house, and looked oyer the meadows to 
the river. It had an atmosphere of fas- 
cinating repose, in whlcli tlie young man 
was at oDce domesticated, a^ in an old 
home. The elms of the avenue shaded 
his windows, and as he glanced from 
them, the summer lay asleep npou the 
landscape in the windless day, 
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" This," said the old Indy, with aall 
sadness in her voice, bs if speaking 
times forever past and to vfhich she 1 
self properly belonged, — " this vtas G 
eral Washington's chamber." 

A. light more pensive played over 
landscape, in the Poet's eyes, as he ht 
her words. He knew that such a p 
ence had cousecrated the house, and pi 
liarly tliat room. He felt that whoc 
6II3 the places once occupied by the g: 
and good, is himself held to greatness 
goodness hy a sympathy and neces 
Bweel as mysterious. Forever after, 
imagination is a more lordly picture^ 
lery than that of ancestral balls. Tliro: 
that gallery he wanders, strongin his 
mility and resolve, valiant as the last s( 
of □ able Norman races, devoting hims 
as of old knights were devoted, by ean 
midnight ineditatiou and holy vows, | 

Act, -net Id the living PreBmt I 
HcBxt within and God o'erhead ! 

The stately hostess retired, and then 
day the new lodger took possession of 



room. He lived entirely apart from the 
old lady, although under the same roof. 
Her manner of life was quiet and unob- 
trusive. The silence of the ancieut nian- 
aion, which to its new resident was truly 
"the still air of delightful studies," was 
not disturbed by the shrill cackle of a 
country household. la the m.orning, af- 
ter he had settled himself to the day's 
occupation, the scholar heard the faint 
and measured tread of llie old lady as she 
descended to breakfast, her silken gown 
rustling along the hall as if the shadowy 
blocade of some elder dame departed, 
who failed to discover iii the ghostly Btill- 
Dess of the well-known passage, tliat she 
had wandered from her sphere. Then, 
after due interval, if, upon his way to the 
day's collegiate duties, the professor en- 
tered the hostess's little parlor lo offer 
her good morning, he found her seated by 
the opeji window, through which stole the 
sweet New England air, lifling the few 
gray locks that straggled from the tur- 
ban, as tenderly as Greek winds played 
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with Helen's cutis. Upon her lap la; 
open ■volume of Voltaire, possiblj-, foi 
catholicity of tlie old lady's mind er 
lained whatever was vigorous and fre 
and from the hrilliant wit of the Frei 
man, and his icy precision of thought 
statement, she tunied to the warm 
tha.t flooded the meadows with snini 
ami which in the high tree-tops at 
her head sang in breezy, fitful cadel 
of a beauty that no denizen of the a 
luer shall ever see, and a song swe 
than he shall ever hear. It was becj 
she had beard and felt this breath of 
tare that the matron in her quaint 
age could enjoy the page of the Frei 
man, even as in her 3'onth she conld t 
admired the delicacy of his point- 
ruffles, nor have less enjoyed, by rei 
of that admiration, the green garden-i 
of Femey, in which she might have i 

Or at times, as the scholar studied 
heard footsteps upon the walk, and 
old knocker clanged the arrival ofgtil 
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irho passed into the parlor, and, aa the 
door opened and closed, he could hear, 
far away and confused, the sounds of 
slately conversation, until there was a. 
prolonged and louder noise, a bustle, the 
jar of the heavy door closing, the dying 
echo of footsteps, — and then the deep and 
ghostly silence again closed around the 
small event ss the sea ripples into calm 
over a sinking stone. Or more dreamily 
still, as at twilight the poet sat musing 
iu his darkening room — hearing the 
"footsteps of angeb" sounding, melo- 
dious and low, through all the other 
"voices of the night,"— he seemed to 
catch snatches of mournful music thril- 
ling tbe deep silence with sorrow, and, 
listening more intently, he heard dis- 
tinctly the harpsichord iti the old lady's 
parlor, and knew thai she was sitting, 
lurbaned and wrinkled, where she had 
sat ia the glowing triumph of youth, and 
with wandering fingers -was drawing in 
feeble and uncertain cadence from the 
keys, tunes she had once dashed from 
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tbem in all the fulness of hartnony. Or 
■when, the summer following the poet's 
arrival, tbe blight of canker-worms fell 
upon the stately old trees before the 
house, and struck them mortally, so that 
they gradually wasted and withered away, 
— if then the young man entered her par- 
lor aud fiudiog her by the open window, 
saw that the worms were crawling over 
her dresa and hanging from her white tur- 
ban, and asked her if they were Bot disa- 
greeable and if she would do nothing to 
destroy them, she raised her eyes from 
another book than Voltaire's, aud said to 
him gravely: "Why, sir, they are our 
fellow-worms, and have as good a right 
to hve as we." And as the poet returned 
to his chamber, musing more than ever 
upon the Saturn Time that so remorae- 
lessly consumes his own children, and 
picturing the gay youth of the grave old 
hostess, he could not but pause, leaning 
upon the heavy balusters of the staira 
and remember the tradition of the house, 
that once, as an old hostess, like his own, 
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laj waiting for death in lier chamber, she 
* acuL for her young guest, like himself, to 
come and take last leave of her, and as 
he entered her room, and advancing to 
her bedside, saw her lying stretched at 
length and clntching the clothes around 
her neck, so that only het sharply fea- 
tured aud shrunken face was visible, — 
the fading eye opened upon him for a 
moment and he heard from the withered 
lips tills stem whisper of farewell ; 
"Young man, never marry, for beauty 
comes to this ! " 

The lines of the Poet had fallen in 
pleasant places. With tlie old house and 
its hostess, and its many known and un- 
known associations, there was lio lack of 
material for thought and speculation. A 
country house in New England whicli is 
not only old, but by the character of its 
structure and its coherent history, sug- 
gests a life of more interest and dignity 
than that of a simple countryman "whose 
only aim was to increase his store," is 
interesting in the degree of its rarity. 
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The traveller upon the highroad before 
IheCraigie House, even irhe knew noth- 
ing of its story, would Ire struck by its 
quaint dignity and respectability, and 
make a legend, if he could not find one 
already made. If, however, his lot had 
been cast in Cambridge, and he had been 

would not rest until he had explored the 
traditions of its origin and occupancy, 
and had given his fancy moulds in which 
to run its images. He would have found 
in the churchyard of Cambridge a free- 
stone tablet supported by five pillars, 
upon wkich, with the name. Col, John 
Vassal, died in 1747, are sculptured the 
words, Vas-sol, and the emblems, a gob- 
let and sun. Whether this device was 
a proud assertion of the fact, that the 
fortunes of the family should be always as 



Iiappily no historian records ; for the 
beaker lias long since been drained to 
the dregs, and of the stately family noth* 



ing survived iu the early part of the 
poet's residence in the house, but an old 
black man who had been bom, a slave, 
iu the mansion during the last days of 
the Vassals, and who occasionally re- 
turned to visit his earliest haunts, like 
an Indian the hunting-grounds of his 
estinct tribe. 

This Col. John Vassal is supposed to 
have built the house towards the close 
of the first half of the last century. 
Upon au iron in the back of one of the 
chimneys, there is the date, 1759, which 
probably commemorates no more than 
the fact of its owa insertion at that 
period, inasmuch as the builder of the 
house would hardly commit the authen- 
tic witness of ils erection to the mercies 
of smoke and soot. History capitulates 
before (he esact date of the building of 
the Craigie House, as completely as before 
that of the foundation of Thebes. But 
the house was evidently generously built, 
and Col, John Vassal having lived there 
in generous style, died, and lies under 
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the freestone tablet. His son John fell 
upon revolutionary limes, and was a 
royalisL The observer of the house will 
not be surprised at Ihe fact. That the 
occupant of such si mansion should, in 
colonial troubles, side with the govern- 
ment, was as natural as the fealty of a 
Douglas or a Howard to the ting. 

The house, however, passed from his 
hands, and was purchased by the provin- 
cial government at the beginning of 
serious work with the mother country. 
After the battle of Bunker Hill, it was 
allotted to George Washington as hia 
headquarters. It was entirely unfur- 
nished, hut the charity of neighbors 
filled it with necessary furniture. The 
southeastern room upon the lower floor, 
at the right of the front door, and now 
occupied as a study by Mr. Longfellow, 
was devoted to the same purpose by 
Washington. The room over it, as 
Madame Craigie has already informed us, 
was bis chamber. The room upon the 
lower floor, iu the rear of the study, 
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wbicb was afterwards ecilarged and is 
now the Poet's library, was occupied bj 
tlie aides-lie- camp of tbe -coraniander-iii- 
chier. And tbe soutbwest room, upon 
tlie lower floor, was Mrs. Washington's 
drawing room. The ricli old wood carv- 
ing in tbis apartment is still remarkable, 
still certifies tbe frequent presence of 
fine society. For, allhougb during t!ie 
year in which Washington occupied the 
mansion, there could have been as little 
desire as means for gaj- festivity ; yet 
Washington and bis leading associates 
were all gentlemen — men who would 
have graced the elegance of a court with 
tbe same dignity that made the plainness 
of a republic admirable. Many of Wash- 
ington's published letters are dated from 
this house. And could the walla whisper, 
we should hear more and better things 
of him than conld ever be recorded. In 
his chamber are slill the gaj--painted tiles 
peculiar to fine houses of tbe period ; 
and upon their quaint and grotesque 
images the glancing eyes of the Poet's 
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children now wonderingly linger, where 
the sad and doubtful ones of Washington 
must have often fallen as he meditated 
the darkness of the future. 

Many of these peculiarities and mem- 
ories of the mansion appear in the Poet's 
verses. In the opening of the poem To 
a Child the tiles are painted anew. 
The Ifldy with the gay raneaw, 
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The next figure that distinctly appears 
in the old house ia that of Thomas Tracy, 
a personage of whom the household 
traditions are extremely fond. He was 
a rich man, in the fabulous style of the 
East ; such a nabob as Oriental imagina- 
tions can everywhere easily conjure, 
while practical esqierieace wonders that 
they are so rare. He carried himself with 
a rare lavishness. Servants drank costly 
wines from carved pitchers in the incred- 
ible days of Thomas Tracy ; and in his 
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stately mansioii, a hundred guests sat 
down to banquets, and pledged their 
hosts in draughts whose remenibrance 
keeps his name sweet, as royal bodies 
were preserved iu wine aiiA spices. In 
the early days of national disorder, he 
sent out privateers to scour the seas and 
bleed Spanish galleons of their sunniest 
juices, and reap golden harvests of fruits 
ahd apices, of silks and satins, from East 
and West Indian ships, that the bounti- 
ful table of Vassal House might not fail, 
nor the carousing days of Thomas Tracy 
become credible. But these "spacious 
times" of the large-hearted and large- 
handed gentleman suddenly ended. The 
wealthy man failed ; no more hundred 
guests appeared at banquets ; no more 
privateers sailed into Boston Bay, reek- 
ing with riches from every zone ; Spain, 
the Brazils, the Indies, no more rolled 
their golden sands into tlie pockets of 
Thomas Tracy ; servants, costly wines, 
carved pitchers, all began to glimmer 
and go, and finally Thomas Tracy aud 
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his incredible days vanished as eatirely 
as the gorgeous pavilions with which the 

After this illuminated chapter in the 
history of the house, Captain Joseph I^e, 
a brother of Madame Tracy, appears in 
the anuals, but does not seem to have 
illustrated them by anj* special gifts or 
graces. Tradition remains silent, pining 
for Thomas Tracy, until it lifts its bead 
upon the entry into the house of Andrew 
Craigie, ApQthecarj--General to the North- 
em Provincial Army, who amassed a. for- 
tune in that office, which, like his great 
predecessor, Le presently lost ; but not 
until he had built a bridge over the 
Charles River, connecting Cambridge 
with Bostoii, which is still known by his 
name. Andrew Craigie did much for the 
house, even enlarging it to its present 
form ; but Iradilion is hard upon liim. It 
declares that he was a huge man, heavy 
and dull ; and evidently looks upon his 
career as the high Ijric of Thomas 
Tracy's, muddled into tough prose. lu 
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the best and most prosperous days of 
Andrew Craigie, the estate comprised two 
hundred acres. Upon tie site of the 
present observatory, not far from the 
mansion, stood a summer-house, but 
whether of any rare architectural de- 
vice, whether, in fact, any orphic genius 
of those days made a summer house, 
which, like that of Mr. Emersou's, only 
"lacked scientific arrangement" to be 
quite perfect, does not appear. Like the 
apothecary to the Northern army, the 
sumtner-honse is gone, as likewise an 
aqueduct that btought water a quarter of 
a mile. Tradition, so enamoured of Tracy 
is generous enough to mention a dinner- 
party given by Andrew Craigie every 
Saturday, and on one occasion points out 
peruked and powdered Talleyrand among 
the guests. This betrays the presence 
iu the house of the best society then to 
be had. But the prosperous Craigie could 
not avoid the fate of his opulent prede- 
cessor, who also gave banquets. Things 
rushed on too rapidly for him. The 
3ig 
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bridge, aqueduct, and summer-house, two 
hundred acres and an enlarged house, 
were too much for the fortune acquired 
in dealing medicaments to the Northern 
army. The "spacious times " of Andrew 
Craigie also came to an end. A visitor 
walked with him through his large aad 
handsome rooms, and struck with admi- 
ration, exclaimed ; 

" Mr. Craigie, I sbonld think you could 
lose yourself ill all this spaciousness," 

' ' Mr. ' ' ( tradition has forgotten 

the name), said tlie hospitable and ruined 
host, "I An^eloat myself in it,"— and we 
do not find him again. 

After his disappearance Mrs, Craigie, 
bravely swallowing the risings of pride, 
and still revealing in her character and 
demeanor the worthy mistress of a noble 
mansion, let rooms. Edward Everett re- 
sided here just after his marriage, and 
while still professor in the college of 
which he was afterward President. Wil- 
lard Phillips, Jarcd Sparks, now the head 
of the University, and Joseph E. Worces- 
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ter, the Lexicographer, have all resided 
here, sometimes sharing the house with 
Mrs. Craigie, and, in the case of Mr. 
Worcester, occupying it j ointly with Mr. 
Longfellow when the grave old lady 
removed her stately turban for the last 



The Craigie House is mow the Poet's, 
and has again acquired a distinctive in- 
terest in history. It was in Portland, 
Maine, in the year 1807, and in an old 
square wooden house upon the edge of 
the sea, that Longfellow was bom. The 
old house stood upon the outskirts of the 
town, separated only hy a street from 
the water. In the lower story there is 
now a shop, — a hookaeller's doubtless, 
muses imagination, — so that the same 
house which gave a singer to the world 
may offer to the world his songs to justify 
its pride in him. He graduated at Bruns- 
wick with Hawthorne, whom then the 
Poet knew only as a shy youth in a 
hright-buHoued coat, flitting across the 
college grounds. Duriug his college 
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days he wooed the muses, as all students 
■woo ; and in the United Stales Library 
Gazelle, then published iu Boston, the 
world learned how his suit prospered. 
In 1836 Longfellow £rst visited Europe, 
He loitered through France, Spain, Italy, 
Germany, Holland, aud England, and 
returned to America iu 1829. Appointed | 
Professor in his Alma Mater, he devoted I 
himself to the scholar's life, poring long I 
and earnestly over the literature of lands I 
which he knew so well and truly tbat I 
their literature Used for bim and was 
a hard hieroglyph only. Daring these | 
quiet professorial jears he contributed 1 
articles to the Morih American Revietv, , 
a proceeding uot unprecedented among "J 
New England scholars, and in whichi^ 
Emerson, the Everetts, and all the n: 
illustrious of the literary men of the I 
North, have been, participants. The forma I 
of foreign travel gradually grouped them- 1 
selves in his mind. Vivid pictures 
European experience, such as illuminate | 
tbememory of e-very j'ouugandroma 
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traveller, conslaiitly flas-hed along bis 
way, and he began to retrace them in 
words, that others might know, accord- 
ing to the German proverb, that " behind 
the mountains there are men also." 

In this way commenced the publication 
of Outre 3Ier, or Sketdies from Beyond 
the Sea, a work of foreign reminiscences, 
tales and reveries of the life peculiar to 
Europe. It was published, originally, in 
numbers, by Samuel Colman, a towns- 
man of the author's. Like the Sketch- 
Book, it was issued whenever a number 
was prepared, but unlike the author of 
the Sketch-Book, the Professor could not 
write as his motlo, " I have no wife nor 
children, good or bad, to provide for " ; 
for in the midst of the quiet professorial 
days, still a very young man, the Poet 
was married, — a fleeting joy ending by 
the death of his wife in Rotterdam in 
1S35. lu Brunswick, also, and at this 
time, be made the translation of the ode 
upon Coplas de Manrique, by bis son 
Doa Jozd Manrique, a rich, moumfnlij- 
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rolling Spanish poem, Tlie earlier verKS 
of llie youug mau liad made their mark. 
In school reading-books, and in volltmea 
of elegant extracts, aud preserved in 
many a daintily ribboned manuscript, 
the April Day, Woods in Wittier, 
Hymn of the Jiioravian Nuns at Bethle- . 
hem. Burial of the Minaisink, and ] 
others, were readily found. As yet the J 
Poet was guiltless of a Tolume, hut his J 
name was known, and upon the credit of 
a few fugitive pieces he was meationed J 
first after the monopolizing masters of J 
American verse. 

In the year 1S35 he received the ap- 1 
pointment of Professor in Harvard Col- 
lege, Cambridge, which he accepted, bnt 
sailed for Europe again in the coarse of 
the year. Upon leaving he committed 
the publication of Outre Mer to tie 
Harpers in New York, who issued the 
entire work in two volumes. The second 
Europesu visit was con Cued to the north 
of Europe, Denmark, England, Sweden, 
Germany, a long pause in Holland, s 
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Paris. In the autamn of 1836 he re- 
turned, and in December of the same 
year cemoved to Cambridge to reside. 
Here, again, the North American Re- 
view iigures a little in the literary life of 
the Poet. He wrote several articlea for it 
during the leisure of his engagements as 
Professor of Modem Literature, and, at 
length, as we have seen, one calm after- 
noon in the summer of 1837, Longfellow 
first took, lodgings in the Craigie House, 
with which the maturity and extent of hia 
reputation was to be ia closely associated. 
Some wan ghost of Thomas Tracy, 
lordly with lace and gracious in per- 
fumed pomp, surely the Poet saw adran- 
cing, holding in his hand some one of 
these antique carved pitchers lirimmed 
with that costly wine, and exhorting him 
to drain potent draughts, that not by him 
should the fame of the incredible days 
be tarnished, but that, as when a hun- 
dred guests sat at the banquet, and a 
score of full-freighted ships arrived for 
Thomas Tracy, the traveller should say, 
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The vow was pledged, and now a 
the few elms that remain of I 
which the fellow-worms of Mrs. Craigie 
blighted, the ghost of Thomas Tracy ' 
walks appeased. 

lu his still southeastern upper cbam- 
ber, in which Washingtoa had also slept, J 
the Poet wrote Hyperion in the yeats ] 
1S33-9. It is truly a romance, a beaker 1 
of the wine of youth, and was instantly 
received as such by the public That I 
public was, and must always be, of the 1 
young. No book had appeared which BO 
admirably expressed the romantic espe- , 
rience of every poetic young mind itt 
Europe, and an experience which will be 1 
constantly renewed. Probably no Amer- . 
ican book had ever so passionate a popil- 1 
larity as Hyperion. It was published i 
the summer of 1839 by Colmaa, who had 1 
then removed to New York, but a1 
time of publication he failed, and it 
undertaken by John Owen, the Univer- J 
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sity publisher in Cambridge. It is b 
singular tribute to the integrity of the 
work, and a marked illnstration of the 
peculiarity of American development, 
that Horace Greeley, famous as a politi- 
cal journalist, and intimately associated 
wttli every kiud of positive and practical 
movement, was among tbe very earliest 
of the -warmest lovers of Hyperion. It 
ahoms our national eclecticism of senti- 
ment and sense, which is constantly be- 
traying itself in a thousanil and other 

Here, too, in the southeast chamber, 
were written the Voices of the Night, 
published in 1840. Some of the more 
noted, such as the Psalm of Life, had 
already appeared in the Knickerbocker 
Magazine. Strangely enough as a fact 
in American literary history, the fame 
of the romance was even surpassed, and 
one of the most popular books of the 
day was Longfellow's J^enis. They 
were read everywhere by every one, and 
were repuhlishetl and have continued to 
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I »umuet. Eifb cW his mi 
■> lb« aeng ot a fcdmg o 
mind in M w>o«fa into whicb c 
JiaUe to iall. Tins A fialm of J 
I JyoolHepi ef AmgHs. To Uu JHvt 
OUrtfi, Exetlsior, The Bridge, 
Gleam of Sanshint, The Day is Jiome, \ 
The Old Clock oa the Slain, The Awr 
and Ike Song, The Fire of DriJbooad,\ 
TwUigkt, The Open Windoa>, 
most adequate and inexpiessiblj deli- 1 
cste renderin^jH of quite universal e 
.tiom. Tliere is □ bmnanily ia tfaeimfl 
I which is iiresistible in the iit me 
I ures to which thej- are weeded. 
Mime elegiac po<ts have Strang r 
of tears, there is a weakness of woe 
their verses which repels ; bnt the qni 
jM^nitive Ihouj^ht. — the twilight of t 
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\inind, in which the little Tacts of life are 
iaaddeaed iu view of their relation to the 
/eternal laws, time and change,— this is 
/ the meditation aud mourning of every 
manly heart ; and this is the alluring and 
permanent charm of Longfellow's poetrj'. 
In 1842 the Ballads and other Poems 
were published, aud in the same year the 
Poet sailed again for Europe. He passed 
llie smnmer upou the Rhine, residing 
some time at Boppart, where he saw 
much of the ardent youug German poet 
Freiligrath. He returned after a few 
months, composiug the poems on slavery 
daring the homeward passage. Upon 
landing, he found the world drunken 
with the grace of Fanny EUsler, and 
learned, from high authority, that her 
saltations were more than poetry, where- 
upon he wrote the fragrant Spanish 
Student, which smells of the utmost 
South, and was a strange blossoming for 
the garden of Thomas Tracy. 

la 1S43 Longfeilow bonght the house. 

The twohundred acres of Andrew Cralgie 
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fh<*7 m^v^A ip^Mi the de^trrrj af the 
pr^yKU'at v^n 'vf taeir House. — was ir x 

f^^lin^, »n ; V/> :>a%idU a^d Firezid^, ami 
ir> fV,r fe',^ *;i.^t ;5r.d r>est of his works, 
nj> V/ 'h<^ y:»^v:rX titne — 7>i^ Goldrm 
/,rf(tnd. in thi^ poem he has obeyed 
t>»^. Jjj^/J^i*''*;!: hum^ir.Uy of the poet's call- 
}f»;/, f/7 r^rvalin;^, — whkh alone the poet 
<^if», not ffAfUy, htit in the glowing and 
Mffliiffit Tfrtllty of life, thw truth, that the 
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some human beart has throbbed in all 
ages and under all circumstances, and 
that the devotion of Love is for ever and 
from, the beginning the true salvation of 
man. To this great and fundftmental 
value of the poeni is added all the dra- 
matic precision of the most accomplished 
artist. The art is so subtly concealed 
that it is not suspected. The rapid reader 
exclaims, "Why! ther-e is no nioclern 
blood in this ; it might have been ei- 
humed in a cloister." "Yes, and there is 
the triumph of art. So eutirely are the 
intervening years annihilated that their 
existence is not suspected. Taking us 
by the Land, as Virgil Dante, the Poet 
introduces us directly to the lime he 
chooses, and we are at once flushed and 
warmed by the same glorious and eternal 
heart which is also the light of onr day. 
This is the stroke which makes all times 
and nations kin, and wliich, in any in- 
dividual instance, certifies the poetic 

The library of the Poet is the long 
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nortlieastern room upon the lowe 
11 opeus upon the garden, which 
Etill the qnaint devices of an anti< 
sign, harmoaions with the house 
room is surrounded with handsome 
cases, and one stands also betwo 
Corinthian columns at one end, 
impart dignity and ridmess to the 
ment. A Utile table by the ut: 
window, looking upon the gardell, 
usual scat of the Poet. A bust i 
Ibe rich carvings of the cases, ti 
eionsness of the room, a leopai 
lying upon the floor, and a few t 
of strictly literary curiosities, rev< 
only the haunt of the elegant scho! 
poet, but the favorite resort of the 
circle. But the northern gloom of 
lEngland winter is ialolerant of t 
rene delight, this beautiful domei 
and urges the inmates to the e 
room in front of the bouse comn 
ting with the library, and the St 
General Washington. This is st 
tinctively "the study," as the rea 
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is "the library." Books iiro here, and 
all the graceful detail of au elegant 
household, and upon the walls hang 
cmyon portraits of Kmeison, Sumner, 
and Hawthorne. 

Emerging into the hall, the eyes of the 
enamoured visitor fall upon the massive 
old staircase with the clock upon the 
landing. Directly he bears a singing iu 
his mtnil : 

Somewhat bact from the vi]\Bgc street. 
Standi t]]« old-faBhioaed eouDtry Acatt 

AndfiomitaBtationin thehall 
Aa andent timepiece Bays Iq nil, 

But he does not see the particular clock 
of the poem, which stood upon another 
staircase in another quaint old mansion, 
— although the vetse truly belongs lo aU 
old clocks in all old conntry-seals, just as 
the "Village Blacksmiih" and his smithy 
are not alone the stalwart man and dingy 
shop under the "spreading chestnut 
tree " which the Professor daily passes 
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apoQ his way to his college duties, but 
belong wherever a smithj stands. 
Through the meadows in front flows the 
placid Charles. JH 



Thro" the meadows, bright Rnd Tree, ^^H 
Till at length thy rest thou findcst ^ 

In the bosom of the Bea t 

So calmly, likewise, flows the Poet's life. 
No longer in his reveries can mingle 
more than the sweet melancholy of the 
old house's associations. No tradition 
records a ghost in those ghostly cham- 
bers, Aaif all sign of them should pass 
away, not only Mrs. Craigie's fellow- 
worma destroyed the elms in front, but a 
noble linden tree in the garden, faded as 
she failed, and languished into decay 
after her death. But the pensive graiid- 
eatof an old mansion sheda a. softer than 
the " purple light " of the luck of Eden- 
hall upon the Poet's fancies and his page. 
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while we labor and while we rest, while we 
wake and while we sleep, God's chemistry, 
which we cannot see, goes on beneath the 
clods. Myriads and myriads of vital cells fer- 
ment with elemental life ; germ and stalk, and 
leaf and flower, and silk and tassel, and g^in 
and fruit, grow up from the common earth. The 
mowing machine and the reaper— mute rivals of 
human industry— perform their gladsome task. 
The well-filled wagon brings home the ripened 
treasures of the year. The bow of promise ful- 
filled spans the foreground of the picture, and 
the g^cious covenant is redeemed, that while 
the earth remaineth, summer and winter, heat 
and cold, and day and night, and seed-time and 
harvest, shall not fail. 

An Ideal Farm. 
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. S. HILI.ARD,* 



THE towu of Dorcliester, in which 
Mr. Everett was bom, is one of the 
oldest of the Puritan settlements in 
Massachusetts Bay. It took its name from 
Dorchester, in England, where lived John 
White, a Puritan divine, who has some- 
times been called "the fatherof theMaa- 
sachusetts Colony " and "the patriarch 
of New En^and," The merchants who 
associated for trade in Massachusetts Bay 
in 1623 were from old Dorchester, and 
■ this town proved in the English rebellion 
to be one of the centres of opposition to 
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Charles tile First. In liis valuable paper I 
on the origin of Massachusetts, Mr. Ha- | 
ven has shown how dose the connec 
always remained between old Dorches- 
ter and the infant colony. Very natu- 
rally, the first settlers gave this familiar 
and honored name to one of their first 
and finest positions. 

At the time of the siege of Boston 
Dorchester attained some revolutionary I 
notoriety. The liatteries thrown up by I 
Washington, wbich drove the English M 
fleet from the harbor in 1776, were estab-J 
lished on Dorchester Heights. T 
bills are witbiu the present line of thsj 
city of Boston. 

The house in Dorchester in which Mr.fl 
Edward Everett was bom stands abont «,fl 
mile from the centre of tlie village of 1 
Dorchester, at a point long known ai 
■Tive Comers." Here Mr. Everett's 
father lived from the year 1792, when lie M 
left the charge of the new South Church, .| 
in Boston, until liis death in l302. 

We fear that no remarkable incidents . 
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can be related of the Jiistory of this com- 
fortable country residence. It is now . 
occupied by Mr. Richardson, who has 
owned it for many years. After the 
death of his father, Mr. Everett's mother, 
with her young family, removed to Bos- 
ton, and at the public school of Boston 
and at Exeter Academy be was fitted for 
Harvard College. He also attended in 
Boston a private school kept by the lale 
Hon. Ezekiel Webster, the brother of 
Hon. Daniel W^tjster. 

He entered collc^ in 1807, at which 
time he was but a few months more than 
thirteen years old. He left college in 
1811 the y;uagest member of his class, 
but with the highest honors of the col- 
lege. His distinguished brother, Alex- 
ander, who graduated five y oars before, 
at the age of sixteeu, was also the highest 
scholar in his class. Leaving the college 
balls which have been the homes of so 
many American authors, Mr. Everett in 
1 8 13 succeeded his friend Mr. Bucfcmin- 
ster, the pastor of Brattle Street Church, 
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ia Boston- His home was then eatab- f 
lished in tbe parsonage belonging to that 

It is not improper to say here that this 
house, venerable from a half-antiquity, 
although now surrounded by the noisiest 
business of the city was appropriately- 
situated for the purposes of a parsonage 
when Gov. Hancock presented it to 
Brattle Street Church. The business of 
the town has since swept all around it, 
perhaps unfortunately for ils occupants ; 
but, by the will of Gov. Hancock the 
parsonage is anchored and is likely to 
be, in that position. A bouse in which 
Mr, Buckminsler, Mr. Everett, Dr. Pal- 
frey, and Mr, Lothrop have lived suc- 
cessively, deserves mention among the 
homes of American authors. 

Mr. Everett left this residence when he 
accepted the Eliot professorship of Greek 
literature at Cambridge, He then spent J 
some years in foreign travel. When he j 
accepted the active duties of his profes- 
sorship, be lived for some time ia the 
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Washington house or Cragie house, the 
present residence of Prof. Xiongfellow. 
He afterwards occupied there a house 
in the pretty avenue known by studeats 
as Professors' Row, This house was built 
by Prof. Farrar, and is now his home. 

Mr. Everett entered Congress in 1824, 
aud was for ten successive years the rep- 
resentative of the Middlesex district. 
During this time the residence of his 
family, and his own while he was not oc- 
cupied at Washington, was at first Winter 
Hill, in Charlestown, now in Somervillc, 
—a place also noted iu the history of the 
siege of Boston. He afterwards removed 
to the more thickly settled part of 
Charlestown, in Bow Street, 

Mr. Everett was chosen Governor of 
Massachusetts in 1835. Hewas elected to 
this post for four successive years. Dar- 
ing this time he resided in Boston, in the 
house which he now occopies, or atWa- 
tertown, in the bouse well known in that 
vicinity as the home for many years of 
the late Dr. Marshall Spring, 
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In tlie autumn of the year of 1839,— 
tile delicately balaiiceil politics of Massa- 
cbusettg, where lieu, as now, patties 
were very evenlydivideil,— auiliua Tariety 
of local questions which it would he hard 
to explain in history or biography, Mr. 
Everett received one TOle too few, out of 
more than a hundred thousand, and Gov. 
Morton was elected his successor. There 
is a good story lold, of which we should 
hardly venture to give Uie particulars, of 
his describing this defeat the next year 
to a European Grand Dukt, — wbo lis- 
tened to the precise statistics with no lit- 
tle curiosity. Grand Dukes have had a 
chance since to I*am the value of votes 
better than they knew them then. lu 
the spring of 1840 Mr. Everett went to 
Europe with his family. He spent a 
winter in Florence ; and was engaged in 
a summer tour, when he received his ap- 
pointment as Minister to I,oudoa from 
the administration of Gen. Harrison. 
He arrived iu that city at the close 
of the year 1841, and remained there 
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until he was recalled in the spring of 
1845. 

Attbis time the presidency of the Uni- 
versity at Cambridge had just been va- 
cated by Mr. Quincy's resignation. The 
friends of the University eagerly solicited 
Mr. Everett to become his snccessor. 
He accepted the invitation after some 
hesitation, and was formally inangurated 
on the first of May, 1846. His adminis- 
tration of the University was short, but it 
is still gratefully remembered by those 
who were connected with, it at that time. 
It inspirited and in some regards gave 
new tone to the venerable institution, — 
it certainly excited the enthusiasm of its 
friends, — ^and was signalized by some im- 
portant enJargeraents of its endowments. 
Tlie Lawrence Scientific School was en- 
dowed and established during these years. 
He was President of the University three 
years, when the condition of his health, 
whicb was not equal to the harassing 
requisitions of its thousand duties of 
detail, compelled him to retire. 
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A pleasant essay might be written by 
some Cambiidge man, ou that old "Pres- 
iiient's hoijse," which Mr. Everett occu- 
pied while President, and for two or tbree 
years afterwards. It stands close on the 
high road, exposing its hospitable front 
to every blast of dust from roads dusty to 
a proverb. Magnificent in its day, it is, 
— though of old fashion and low ceiled 
rooms, — comfortable now. Its hospitali- 
ties never failed in the presidential dynas- 
ties which can be remembered ; and many 
a graduate and many a graduate's fairer 
friends, recollect the brilliancy of its 
lights of a Comn]eDcement evening, or 
as a "Class Day" celebration passed 
away ; the pleasant little retiring-places 
in its narrow grounds, and the spirited 
strains of evening mnsic, from the 
performer hidden somewhere on such 
occasions in its shrubberies. And how 
faithfully remembered, — more distinctly, 
perhaps, than any of its rooms, — the wing 
in which was the President's "official 
residence." Here he administered re- 
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buke or praise ; and liere passed tbose 
critical interviews of which the apocry- 
phal iiarratioiis make so large part of 
the focd witli which witty Sophomore re- 
gales the craving ears of wondering 
Freshman, 

For the present, all these associations 
are of the past. Dr. Sparks occupies hia 
own house at some little distance from 
the college halls, and theoldPresident's 
home is a lodging-tons e and boarding- 
house for students. 

It was bnilt in 1716-17, President 
Wadsworth, — whose name his descend- 
ant Professor Longfellow bears, — was its 
first occupant. Holyoke, Locke, and 
Langdon, — in the dynasty of the last of 
whom the college buildings were made 
barracks for the Revolutionary troops, 
whose successors, the students, were 
hardly less revolutionary : for he retired 
from office when a body of impudent 
boys desired him to do so ;— "Willard, — 
who planted the large trees around the 
house, and who is remembered by living 
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stndents,— Dr. Webber, IJr. Kirkland, Mr. I 
Quincy, and Mr, Everett bave occupied it I 
in siiccession. Here is out excu3i 
dwelling on ils tiistory smong tbe Homesfl 
of American Autbors. 

Mr. Everett is again residing in 
own bouse on Summer Street, in Bos 
Many years since, tbis bouse was o 
pied by the Hou. Daniel Webster. 
Everett has recently added to it a beau-^ 
tiful library. The bookcases, which aU.| 
most wholly surroand the room, ai 
carved oak. No glass doors hinder the | 
student. A single cabinet protects n: 
scripts aud other private documents. 
It is lighted from above, aud above the 1 
books there is, therefore, an excellent | 
light for some fine pictures. Among. 
those which hang in the room are por- 
traits of llou. P. C. liroofcs ; of Webster, 
by Healy aud by Stuart ; of Lotd J 
Brougham ; of tile Duke of Wellington 
and Sir Robert Peel ; of Burke, and of \ 
John Quincy Adams. There are so 
curioas antiquities and memorials 
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Mr. Everett's travels, ia 'tlie room; and 
between the doors is stretched, a-couch- 
ant, abeautiftll marble liouiid, by Horatio 
Greenough, — tlie quiet ffUardian of the 



The public career of Edward Everett, 
while it evidences the thoroughneaa of 
Ijjs culture, and the versatility of hia 
gifts, aSbrds a remarkabld illustration 
of the demunds of an enlightened repub- 
lic upon her intellectual citizens. Instead 
of proposing to himself a vocation ac- 
cordant with his tastes, or an aim sug- 
gested by his peculiar ambition, the 
nobly endowed sou of a free and pro- 
gressive common wealth ia led by tbe 
force of circumstances and the instinct 
of patriotism to dedicate his powers and 
acquisitions to every form of mental 
action and public service. The moment 
his ability is known, it is appropriated in 
whatever sphere the exigencies of the 
time and community require. Tbe utility 
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of bis knowledge, the weight of IiIm 
character, his facility ia affairs, and grao^ J 
of expression are claimed to vindieatefM 
sustain, or adorn the interests of his t 
live land ; and, instead of a life-devotioaj 
to individual pursuits, he is consecri 
to offices of great immediate value, i 
little or no regard to the claims of h 
personal genius. It is seldom that t] 
needful training, aud the eai 
combine in any one man so favorably ai 
to induce such a degree of excellence Itf] 
these varied functions, as to reflect p^^l 
mauent honor on the individual. Such,<l 
however, is the case with Edward 1 
erett. He has the rare merit of havinj 
proved himself fully equal to the n 
ons and diverse relations he bas fulfilled 
Other men of genius among us may b 
represented by the scene tlieir v 
have rendered famous ; his career 
justly indicated by a view of his birl 
place, which at once suggests s 
mental activity and patriotic devotioi 
and of the interior of the library wtiCT 
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the best hours of an liouored maturity 
are passed, eloquent of that wealth of 
attainment and literary culture, which 
has been the squrce both of his extensive 
usefulness and wide renown. His birth- 
place is one of the memorable villages 
near Boston ; where may yet be seen the 
traces of dismantled fortifications, land- 
marks of the struggle for independence 
which nerved and elevated his ancestry, 
and prepared the way for those peaceful 
but bardly-won triumphs of the scholar, 
in which he has so largely shared. 

At an early period, as before and 
subsequently, a peculiar local interest 
attached to the theological profession in 
Boston. An enthusiasm for eloquent and 
refined preaching obtained among the 
cultivated inhabitants. The Puritan 
morals and the respect for mental su- 
periorily which characterizes that com- 
munity, together with the prevalence of 
a higher degree of literary taste, caused 
pulpit eloquence to be singularly appre- 
ciated. The list of Boston divines com- 
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jirised tlie mosl honored nami 
their social icfliietice and positic 
remarkable, II is therefore not 
ing that the friends of a. new cb 
for intellectual fame should urge 
adopt theministerial vocation. In' 
of Everett, Iiowever, a special mo 
such a course existed. At the 
TChen his talents and scholarship 
known beyond the University ; 
upon whose faintest accent the l 
telligent congregation of Boat 
hung with breathless delight, was 
forever. Buckminster had closed 
and beautiful life amid the tean 
voted parishioners ; and the vacan 
created, Everett, also j*oung, gift 
without reproach, was urged to SI 
at the very outset, were his abil 
verely tested ; and it is proof em 
his superior uiind, that so hazan 
eKperiment succeeded. 

During the first year of his j 
ministry, and while enlisting the 
Ihiea of a large and critical audi 
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his sermons, lie wrote and publiahed an 
able work on the intrinsic scriptural evi- 
dences of CJiristianity. It was, bowever, 
obvious to tbe disinterested admirers of 
Everett tbat bis true field of action lay in 
tbe domain of general literattire ; and tbat 
iu promoting tbe interests of academic 
education, bis taste and love of knowl- 
edge would find more ample results tbaa 
in any exclusive pursuit. Accordingly, 
iu TS15. when be attained bis majority, 
he was elected Professor of tbe Greek 
language and literature in Harvard Uni- 
versity, with leave of absence to prose- 
cute his .studies and recruit bis bealtb in 
Europe. He reached Liverpool at Ibe 
critical moment when tbe intelligence of 
Napoleon's flight from Elba had thrown 
tbe whole continent into agitation ; and, 
therefore, lingered in England, until the 
battle of Waterloo. Thence he proceeded 
to Gottiligen, and having acquired the 
German language, aud made a totu- of in- 
quiry amid tbe seats of learning in tbat 
country, established himself, for a lime, 
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at Paris ; and subsequent] j- visited Snob 1 
land, Wales, different parts of France, 
Switzerland, and Italj, and passed the 
winter of tSlS at Rome. lu tile spring 
of the following year he rasde tlie tour of 
Greece, thence meut to Constantinople, 
and returned to Paris and London by the 
way of Vienna. On his arrival i 
United States, after four and a-half years 
of foreign travel and study, he commenced 
his duties as Greek professor — illnatratiug 
the language, history, and antiquities by 
an able and interesting course of lectures. 
As a contributor to the North American \ 
Review, which for some years was 
his editorship, he became the most pop- ' 
ular and effective exponent of American 
talent and culture which had appeared 
in the form of periodical literature, 
ten years after relinquishing this genial 
and most useful department of labor, Mr, 
Everett was a member of the national I 
House of Representatives. In 1835 he 
was elected Governor of Massachnsetts, 
and held the ofHce four successive yeara. 



EOwacO Ererett 



1S41: lie was appointed Minister to 
; and, when a change of admin- 
istration induced hia return home, in 
1846, he was cboseu Prestdent of Har- 
vard College. It is liut a few years since 
lie resigned that eminent office and took 
up iiis residence in Boston, where his 
time was di\-ided between the literary 
avocations so accordant with Jiis taste, 
and the pleasures of a. cultivated society. 
In the career thus outlined, we perceive 
all the elements desirable to give scope 
and inspiration to his rare gif^s and 
systematic application. Each sphere in 
which he exerted his powers bore the 
fruits of genius, learning, and conscien- 
tious industry. Circumstances, too, were 
singularly propitious. With the solid 
though limited basis of New England 
inorality and scholarship, and the im- 
pulse derived from a literary, social at- 
mosphere, he entered upon the hroad 
field of Gennan culture, prepared to 
adopt its best and evade its baneful 
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On his first visit to Paris, Ui« 
panionship of Coray, \iho had » 
nently proraoled the Greek cans 
lis pen, put Mr. Everett at one 
a track of inquiry and feeliug, wl 
afterwarils nobly \dndicated. In 
lie was intimate with Canova, am 
studied ancient by the light of i 
art. To Ali Pacha he carried 
from Lord Byron ; and no An 
scholar ever visited (hat classic 
better prepared to realize its associ 
The effect of these manifold advi 
soon appeared. As a professor, w 
unfolded the spirit of antiquity, ' 
prepared the most desirable mani 
the students ; and advocated the a 
modem Greece, in the pages of ! 
view, with a knowledge of the 
and an enthusiasm for liberty whi 
the unlettered, while it fascinal 
learned. In Congress he uniti 
most gracefiji oratory with a met 
and unwearied attention to thede 
legislative business. As a foreign 
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ter, the dignity and lact, as well as varied 
acquisition, he carried into the social 
circle, and his remarkable gill as an occa- 
sional speaker, gained for him universal 
respect, and for his country peculiar 
honor. As a critic, the good-natured yet 
keen rebukes he administered to the 
superficial commentators on our habits 
and institutions, delighted thousands of 
readers, and silenced the flippant horde 
of travellers with a torrent of graceful 
irony supported by facts and argunienls. 
As a man of letters, in every branch of 
public service, and in society and private 
life, Mr. Everett has combined (he useful 
with the ornamental, with a tact, a uni- 
versality and a faithfulness almost un- 
precedented. At Windsor Castle we 
find liim fluently conversing with each 
member of the diplomatic corps in their 
vernacular tongue ; in Florence, address- 
ing the Scientific Cougress with charac- 
teristic grace and wisdom ; in London 
entertaining the most gifted and wisely- 
chosen parly of artists, authors, and men 
355 



EOwatd £veiett 



of rank or state, in a manner wMc& " 
elicits Iheir best social sentiments ; at 
home, in the professor's chair, in 
popular assembly, in tlie lyceum hall, or 
to celebrate an historical occasion, — giv- 
ing expression lo high sentiment or 
memorable fact with tlie finished style 
and thrilling emphasis of the accom- 
plished orator; and, in the intervals of J 
these employments, we find him sc 
times weaving into beautiful verse 
impressions derived from his observation I 
or reading, as witness the "Dirge of 1 
Alaric and Santa Croce," 

It has been said that Mr. Everett c 
it to himself and his country to bequeath I 
amemorial of his great acquisitions and 1 
brilliant endowments, more complete I 
and individual than any which has yet I 
appeared ; and it has also been ci 
dently asserted that a portion of his ' 
ure is dedicated to such an object. The | 
best actual record of his industry i 
genius, however, exists in the volnmeftl 
of Orations and Specchts, recently col-^ 
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lected ; and vre trust the public expecta- 
tion that his critical and oratorical essays 
are to be thus gathered up, revised, and 
published, under his own eye, will be 
fulfiUed. 

If Webster is the Michael Angelo of 
American oratory, Everett is the Raphael. 
In the former's definition of eloquence, 
he recognizes its latent existence in the 
occasion as well as in the man and ia the 
subject ; his own oratoiy is remarkable 
for grasping the bold and essential, for 
developing as it were, the anatomical 
basis— the very sinews and nerves of his 
subject ; wliile Everett instinctively 
catches and unfolds the grace of the 
occasion, whatever it be ; in his mind 
the sense of beauty is vivid, and nothing 
is m.ore surprising in his oratory, than 
the ease and facility with which he 
seizes upon the redeeming associations 
of every topic, however far removed it 
may be from the legitimate domain of 
taste or scholarship. In addressing a 
Mercantile Library Association, he places 
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Commerce in so noble and capti 
liglit tliat tlie " weary honors of 
ful ambition," won by stuclions t< 
ditniiicomparison with the wider 
social influence, and princely inui 
of the great merchant. He advoi 
privileges, aud describes the pre 
Science, and tbe imaginatjon er 
delightful visions of the erne: 
destinies of tbe world, and the 
possibilities that crowd tbe patl 
discovered truth. He sets before 
ciatiouof Mechanics the relation 
pursuits to the welfare of man, 
importance of knowledge to the 
and their vocation rises at one 
highest dignity and promise, 
forces the natural charms and 
nent utility of Agriculture, I 
farmer's lot seems the most I 
of human occupations. Tbe vt 
occasions to which he has thus 
ministered is the best proof of h 
resources and adaptive power. 
He lias successfully plead foi 
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and Africa, for tlie prisoner and the in- 
temperate, for art and literature, for 
popular and college education, for rail- 
roads and the militia, for tie completion 
of the monument on Bunker Hill, and 
the restoration of York Minster, for 
maimfactures, trade, the distribntioti of 
the Bible, and the cause of Ireland ; and 

From tliECdillcs of ublivloti'H sIreHm, 

Equally impressive ani! graceful, while 
the intellectual crowd, at a New England 
academic festival, hang upon his famihar 
accents, and when responding to the wel- 
come of a foreign city ; and, crowned 
with tJie graces of true oratory his eio- 
t^ueoce is as unfaltering and appropriate 
when uttered to a royal society as to a 
delegation of Sacs and Foxes, and as 
readily attunes itself to the fading mem- 
ory of the illiterate old soldier, as to the 
quick sympathies of the youthful scholar. 
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other governments are convulsed by innova- 
tions and reforms. . . . Our constitution, 
fixed in the affections of the people, from whose 
choice it has sprung, neutralizes the influence 
of foreign principles, and fearlessly opens an 
asylum to the virtuous, the unfortunate, and the 
oppressed of every nation. 

History of the United States. 
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BY GEORGE W 



THE ladianB called the finest of New 
England rivers, the Connecticul, 
River of Pines. The summer 
tourist to the White Mountains, ascend- 
ing or descending its valley, finds little 
reason for the name remaining, until he 
reaches its upper shores, where occasional 
groves of pines remiod him of the name 
and its significance. A broad, tranquil 
stream, it flows through much of the 
most clmracteristic scenery of the North- 
em States, from out the " crystal hUU," 
from the shadow of Agiocochook, "throne 
• Written In 1853 for Pnlnam's /fomii o/A mrri- 
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of the Great Spirit," as the iDdiaogcalled 
Mount Washington, dividing New Hamp- 
shire from Vermont, — the granite from 
the gieen, — benealh graceful Ascutney 
Mountain at Windsor, through vide 
wa-ring grain-fields, foaming over the 
rocks in its sole important cascade at 
BeUons Falls, then into a broader and 
more open landscape as it crosses Massa- 
chusetts, making at Northampton its 
famous bend — the Great Ox-bow. At 
Springfield, the railways from every quar- 
ter meet upon its banks, and its calm 
breadth here, with the low, clustering 
foliage of its shores, and the bold cliff of 
Mount Tom glimm.eriug in the hazy noon 
gives tone to the day's impressions. The 
traveller southward follows the Btrcani 
toward Hartford and New Haven ; the 
northern traveller tlings to its shore until 
he reaches Northampton. 

Lying in the heart of Massachusetts, 
Northampton is one of the most beauti- 
ful of country towns. Looking over a 
quiet and richly cultivated landscape, the 
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■view from Mount Holyoke is of the same 
quality as tJiat from Ricbmond Hill, iu 
Englaatl. Gentle green liiUs^ fair and 
fertile meadows, watered by the River of 
Pines. That river is not classic Thames, 
and no grotesque Strawberry Hill nor his- 
toric Hampden Court, nor Pope's villa 
at Twickenham, nor stately Bushy Park, 
tell tales to the musing eye of the singu- 
larly artificial and amusing life which is 
so strangely andintimatclvat^sociatedwith 
the graceful English scene. TheRiverof 
Pines laves its peaceful shores with Indian 
lore. Terrible traditions of the iigbts of 
the early settlers of New England haunt 
the stream. Historic life in its neighbor- 
hood is not old enough to he artificial. 
Like much of our pastoral scenery, which 
seems the natural tlieatre of tranquil life 
and a long Arcadian antiquity, the land- 
scape of the Connecticut, so far as it is 
suggestive, reminds the observer only of 
the dull monotony of savage existence ; 
hut, ^irresistibly as the stream flows to 
the sea, — bears imagination forward to 
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(he Iiistory tbat shall he. Alone of all 
scenery in the world, the American lanri- 
Ecape pofcts to the future. The best 
charm of the Buiopean and Asian lies. J 
innch in its reference to the past. Hn-J 
men interest invests it alL 

The moimtaiiis look an Motatlion. 
And MaraUioD looks on the sea. 

But that sea is not only a sublime \ 
of waters, with the inherent character of ■ 
every grand natural feature, but it teemafl 
and sparkles all over with atiotller spell. J 
And this chann is undeniable. The Pas 
of Leonidas is more interesting than theS 
Notch of the White Mountains, heca 
man is the master of nature, and wher 
ever human character has entwined i1 
self with natural beauty, it becomes a 
inseparable element of enjoyment i) 
scene, and an element which enhances M 
the dignity of the landscape. Thus in I 
Concord, the spot upon the river's bank \ 
where the battle was fought, is lovely I 
and tranquil, but how much lovelier — not I 
as tvater and foliage, hut as feeling and I 
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inspiration, whicli is Ibe immortal beaaty 
of laiiilscape — for tbe remembrance of the 
human valor wbich consecrates it, and its 
significance and results. 

No man, of conise, grieves that Araeri- 
can scenery is not generally invested 
■with tbis character. Bom mpon this 
superb continent, heaped at intervals 
with the inarticulate mounds of extinct 
races, yet races which have left no his- 
toric trace, and can never be more than 
romantically interesting, we are fed upon 
Ibe literature and history of the world. 
Tbe grandeur of Egypt, tbe grace of 
Greece, tbe beroism of Rotce, are all 
ours, and the lands illustrated by that 
various charai;ter do not fail to fascinate 
us. But at present our landscape is not 
unlike the Indian himself. 11 is grand 
but silent ; or eloquent only willi speech- 
less implication. Foreign critics com- 
plain tbat we are enamoured of foreign 
scenery, and do not know our own wealth. 
But our admiration for tile old world is 
only our homage to that human genius 
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which shall make our one story as spies- I 
rlid. Seeing what it has elsewhere done, | 
we perceive uo more truly what, 
sphere so stately and spacious, it will yet | 
accomplish. A Greece more Greek and i 
a more Roraan Rome, is the possible fu- 
ture of America, Why are they so jeal- 
ous of our delight in the Parthenon — in 
the Alps — in the Italian pictures? Shall | 
we not honor the flowering of the powei 
that ornamented the old lands aud times, 
when we look to its future blosi 
for our own glory? We prospectively J 
honor ourselves in respecting the old! 
world. And if, sometimes, the youth of I 
a sensitive and delicate temperament, I 
fully capable of enjoying to the utinost:J 
tbe resources of European life, and r 
qaiiing the successes of art and the ci 
venience of an old civilization for tbO^ 
happiest play of his powers, longs for tl 
galleries, the societies, the historic shores,.] 
it may well be pardoned to him, i 
sideration that he is an indication 
capacity for that condition. He sbona'^ 
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wbat we shall be, — lie shows that not 
only the genius of creation, but of appre- 
ciation, is part of our constitution. 

When, however, this peculiarity tates 
the form of a querulous fastidiousness, 
and, in Broadway, sighs for the Boule- 
vards, and, remembering St, Peter's, 
sneers at the Capitol, it is foolish and 
offensive. But, on the other hand, we 
shall not necessarily improve our nation- 
ality by perpetually visiting Niagara or 
reading Mr. Schoolcraft's Legends, or re- 
fusing assent to the positive superiorities 
of other countries and times. Essen- 
tially eclectic in our orig;in, we shall be 
so in our development. Foreign critics 
treat us as if we had not a common an- 
cestry with them, but were descended 
from the Indians. They say to us: "How 
are you ever to have a nationality, if you 
desert all your traditions and devote your- 
selves to loving and imitating Europe ? " 
The question is fair, but the implication 
is unjust. They forget, especially the 
English critics, that our difference is not 
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s, than ItaU | 
id meu, am 
> obstreper 
essarily I 



absolute and final, but only relative. 

We have the saine history and language I 

with them. Their men am 

peculiarly ours, more, that 

ian and Patagonian events a 

our liLerflture, which they s 

ously insist must be national, i 

has a family likeness to their o 

of our books imitate English books just I 

as they imitate each other. The rea 

13 in the common laBgnage and the ai 

larity of thought. 

But no American need tremble lest the 
grandeur of his country should fail to be 
expressed in Art and Literature, Some 
Homer, or poet along whose lines shall J 
flash and roar our boundless s 
Plato, or Catholic philosopher, in whose | 
calm wisdom the breadth of a 
shall repose ; some artist, who shall { 
sionetely dash upon immortal canvas ' 
fervor of our tropics, and realize in n 
and unimagincd grace the hints of forest | 
and prairie — these must all be, c 
ditious of human and national develop- I 
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ment, as they appear io history, will not 
be fidfilled. 

Certainly, looking from Holyote, no 
inau grieves that the Connecticut is not 
the classic Thames, nor that the Great 
Ox-bow is unadorned hy Strawberry Hill. 
Nor do I suppose that he regrets upon 
the hill the absence of the dandies who 
composed the court of " the fifst gentle- 
man in Europe," nor tbat of the Dutch 
royalty of his three predec 
tunately for us, this law of a 
works both ways. Horace Walpole in 
Ihe country, tormenting it with his fan- 
tastic fancies, is almost as iucongruous 
a spectacle as Beau Nash hy Ihe seaside. 
Bui it is the glowing line of history in 
which these figures are insigniGcant that 
imparts the charm. The elegance of 
extreme refinement marks the pleasant 
view from Richmond Hill. It is akin in 
impression to that of the " lovely London 
ladies." It is in landscape what they are 
in society. But pastoral peace broods 
over the valley of the River of Pinea. 
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Golden plenty waves ia its meadows, — 
llie flowing tresses of a peasant. Gentle 
mountains uadnlate around, covered 
with green woods, A fresh sweetness 
and virginal purity everywhere breathe 
a benediction. If no historic heroism 
inspires the mind of the spectator, there 
is aiso no taint of sheer artificiality, none 
of the nameless sadness which haunts the 
gallery of King Charles's beauties. This 
is Kell Gwynn, the ruddy orange-girl, her 
youth and heart sweeter than the fruit 
she bore ; not the painted and brocaded 
lady, not the frail but faithful St, Albans, 
Looking from the piazza of this house 
at Rouud Hill, the eye grasps giim Mo- 
nadnoc at the north, and the Yankee 
hills of Connecticut, made poetic by dis- 
tance. A tranquil and friendly land- 
scape, somewhat lurid in our early his- 
tory with Indian fires and desolations, — 
a broad, fair river, — altogether a fine and 
suggestive emblem of ( 
and resources, it is pleasant to 
with Northampton the commencement 
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of Uie work that records our history in a 

nence. It is fortunate thit it was written 
now, while the outlines are not lost in 
the mist of antiquity, and by one who, 
to an original, clear, and profonnd per- 
ception of the great principles which ap- 
pear in the development of the race, has 
added the ripeness of rich scholarship, 
long foreign residence, and that invalu- 
able practical acquaintance with men 
and affairs, which has made his own life 
part of contemporary history. Best of all 
for the purpose, the ineradicable Ameri- 
canism of the historian imparts his na- 
tive air to the page. It is not only a 
History of America, it is an American 
history. There is a wUd vigor and lum- 
riant richness in its style of treatment, a 
proud buoyancy of flow, as if it shared 
the energetic career of the country It de- 
scribes. The intellectual habit evident 
throughout is precisely that required of 
a historian, not so romantic as to limit 
the story to a sweet and captivating le- 
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gelid, nor bo academic as to tnal 
colorless masses the hosts of 
facts. It has no withered, schola 
!rhe hislorian has not cmiouslj 
flowers, and offered them to us ] 
— but with generons bauds he gat 
the bounties of the field and hea] 
before us, wet with morning dew. 
Our present duty is not with th 
but with the cicunistaoces whi 
work has made interesting. Bo: 
Worcester, Massachusetts, Mr. I 
was the son of the Rev. Aaron Bj 
one of the most distinguished Ui 
divines of the last half century. 
bouse, the religion learned from 
by his children was of that gia 
biunane cathohcity which, once 
ating the young mind, sweetens th 
life forever after. Freedom of i 
the snpremest liberty of moral 
gation, was the golden rule of 
man's life. " Prove all things," 
earnest exhortation of hispreachii 
that otherwise there would be litl 
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to bold fast. When, in the declining 
yeais of Kis life, an intellectual and 
moral excitement, known as Transcen- 
dentalism, prevailed iu New England, 
and many good men of tiis own persua- 
sion fancied that the foundations of 
tbings were at last succumbing, the old 
clergyman went bis way quite unpet- 
plexed, sympathized witb tbe spirit, 
although not with tbe result of tbe inves- 
tigation, and assured bis alarmed friends 
tbal tbe errors, if such they were, would 
necessarily pass, and that all grains of 
ttutb grew in busks. 

At aeveoleen years of age our historian 
went to Germany and studied at Gottin- 
gen. Like all ardent and serious New 
England youths, bis int-erest in theologi- 
cal speculations was great, and he often 
preached to the quiet Gertnan country 
congregations around Gottingen, in their 
native (onguc. This interest was the pu- 
ritanical inheritance of bis native land. 
The small towns were parishes, and the 
minister tbe high priest. It bad been so 
375 
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from Ibe earliest times, aiid the feeling 
in the matter, which survived until a 
quarter of a century since, dearly mani- 
fested the fact that the emigration of the 
pilgrims and the settlement of New Eng- 
land was a religious movement. Possibly, 
seen from Gottingen, the theological tr 
(litious of New England might lose son 
of their awful proportions. In the plea 
ant pulpits of Boston, the observer might 
not always see the Cotton Mathers, and 
other clerical Boanerges of the elder day, 
nor trace in tUeia- limpid discourse the 
fiery torrent of Puritan preaching. Bnt j 
the spirit of inquiry inculcated by the 
father, the pastor of the quiet country 
town, was sure to preserve the inquirer 
by neither exaggerating nor threatening. 
The young man pursued his studies with 
ardor, in every direction. His penetra- 
ting mind, contrasting the European 
habit of education with our own, j 
ceived where ours failed, and what it i 
necessary to do to elevate our standard I 
in the matter. Of singuhir intellectual " 
37& 
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restlessDEss, bis mind lioundedanc] darted 
through tlie fields of scholastic cullnte, 
hiving the sweets, quite ignorant yet of 
Iheir probable or final use. 

During bis residence in Germany, the 
young American student, bringing to the 
Savans of that country the homage of a 
fame they did not know to exist, was 
dottbly welcome. In Berlin, he knew 
Schleiermacher, WolfTe, and Savigny. It 
was in Jena that he first saw Goethe. 
The old man was walking ra his garden, 
in the morning, clad with German care- 
lessness, in heavy loose coat aad trow- 
sers, without a waistcoat. He had the 
imperial presence that is preserved in 
all the statues and pictures, and talked 
pleasantly of many things as they strolled. 
Lord B^Ton whs then at the height of his 
fame. Goethe asked of him with inter- 
est, and said, although without passion 
or ill-feeling, that the English poet had 
modelled his Manfred upon Faust. In 
this remark, however, Goethe showed 
more the pride of the aathor than the 
J77 
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Lord Byro 
of one of 
Leghorn, i 
invited, j 
ship, Byre 



perception of the critic. For the thei 
attempted in both poems ia precisely tl 
one sure to fkscinate all geniu 
certain power, and the treatment i 
special instances reveals all the diffi 
encesof themen. 

Afterward, in Italy, our student a 
He Erst met him e 
ir national vessels lying a 
d to which the poet had bee 
he mounted the side of thej| 
s eye fell upon a group o 
ladies, and he wavered a moment, sayinfld 
afterward tliat he feared they wi 
lish, toward wbam, at that time 
not friendly. He advanced down 1 
deck, however, glad to learn that t 
dreadful cloud of muslio enveloped n 
ing but AmericaDS, and fell into 

"Aht Lord Byron," said one of 
fairest of the group, "when 1 return t 
America no one will believe that I have 
actually seen you. I must carry then 
some tangible proof of my good forttmejj 
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Will you give me the roae in 
tonhole ? " 

The "free and independent" address 
did not displease the poet, and he gave 
the rose. 

Upon leaving the vessel, Lord BjTron 
asked Mr. Bancroft 

villa, Moutenero, near the city, to which, 
a day or two after, he went. They talked 
of many things, Lord Byron naturally 
asking endless questions of Ai 
■ denied tbe charge of Goethe about iVflK- 
frcd, and said that he had never read 
Faust. He had just written the letter 
upon Pope, and, in conversation, greatly 
extolled his poetry. Without saying bril- 
liant or memorable things, Byron was a 
fluent and agreeable talker. It was in 
the year 1S21, and he was writing Don 
Juan. "People call it immoral," said 
he, " and put Roderick Random in their 
libraries." So of Shelley, "They call 
him an infidel," said Lord Byron, "but 
he is more Christain llian the whole of 
them." When tbe visitor rose to leave, 
37y 
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volume containing 1 



the!; 
poem 



IS lie had tber 
rote bis nami 



u of ilie 1 



a then 



remembrance ''from Noel Byron." 
Ambrosia was Ibat day allotted to 
young American, for lliey had pas 
slowly througli the saloon, the bost bade , 
him tarry a moment, Hiid leaving the 
room immediately returned with the ] 
Countess Guiccioli, She, too, smiled, 
and gliding into the mazy music of 
Italian speech, led the listener on de^ 
lighted. Again he rose to go, but a ser- 
vant threw open a door and discovered a 
collation spread In the adjoining room. 
Perhaps the poet pleased himself with J 
the fancy of graciously and profusely 1 
entertaining his foreign subjects in 
ambasssdorialpersou of his'gucst. "That j 
is fame," be said, npon reading in some ; 
tourist's volume that a copy of the Eng'- ', 
lish Bards and Scotch Reviewers had J 
been found by him at Niagara. The 1 
modesty of bis American visitor might \ 
recognize in th-e cordiality of his tecep- j 
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Lord. Byron's ac- 
knowledgment of liis American fame. 

Ill 1822 Mr. Bancroft returned home, 
and served for a year as Greek tutor itl 
Harvard College. During bis long resi- 
dence in Europe he lia.d matured bis 
projects to raise the standard of educa- 
tion in America, and in tbe following year 
he, with Mr. Cogswell, now Librarian of 
tbe Astor Library, commenced the fa- 
mous RouutI HillSchooI at Northampton. 
Three brothers Shepard, descendants of 
the old New England divine, had built 
three neighboring houses upon this spot. 
Gradually they had all passed into the 
hands of one of them, who was willing 
to sell them, and they became the seat 
of the school. The estate tOmprised 
about iilty acres. The school was imme- 
diately filled by young men from every 
part of the country, and took rank di- 
rectly among tlie finest institutions. Mr. 
Bancroft devoted himself with unremit- 
ting ardor to the enterprise. The system 
of study pursued at the best schools in 
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the world was iutroduced, and the schet 
was, in itself, completely successful. u4 
happily, howcTer, there was no OKfoQ 
and no Cambridge for this Eton, 
course of study was so high and e 
that the graduates of Round Hill wefl 
well Jilted to enter the advanced claa 
of any college. But, by a singular 
sion of College Laws, those who e 
an advanced class were held to ( 
the preceding years. Nor did the studi^ 
iu any college carry the student forwai 
to a proportional result. Shrewd i 
did not want to pay twice for their si 
education. Besides, it was 
effort,— possibly some wild whim, Ihou^ 
the shrewd men, of this deeply dyed G 
man stodeut. Thus, although i 
successful, it did not promise to acbieJ 
the desired result, like a very i 
blossom, whicb will yet not ripen intofl 
fruit. Mr, Bancroft's interest in it, the* 
fore, gradually declined. 

Meanwhile, he had served other a 
by trauslatiug his friend Heeren's 
3S2 
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torn of Greece, -^xi^ had been long medi- 
tating and preparing the material for a 
history of the United States. In 1827 
he was married at Springfield, and return- 
ing to Nortliampton resumed his connec- 
tion with the school simply as a teacher. 
He presently withdrew from it altogether 
to write the first volume of bis history 
which was published in the year 1834. 
The historian then removed to Spring- 
field, where be resided two years, com- 
pleting and publishing another volume 
there. 

It was a favorite maaim of Ariosto, and 
of Lord Byron, that every man of letters 
must mix in affairs, if he tcouM secure a 
profound influence upon men. Only hy 
contact, they felt, does man learu to 
know man. The wandering Homer, the 
^ctor Shakespeare, the statesman Milton, 
Lord Bacon, the privy councillor Goethe, 
Michael Angela planning fortifications 
for Florence, Leonardo da Vinci design- 
ing drains for the Lombardy plains, are 
names upon their side. It is easy to see 
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how invsluable to a biatorian must be 
this practical iDtercoursc with men and 
affairs, of whose development history is 
the record. Mr. Bancroft's political ca- 
reer, therefore, is not only a remarkable 
illuEttation of the successes opened i; 
republic to ability and energy, but it hai^l 
necessarily been of the profoundest itt" 
fluence upon his work, 
makes part of the history of bis c 
lime, can better i\Tite that of another. 
While still resident at Northampton, he 
was, quite unwittingly upon hia part, 
elected a representative to the Gener 
Court, but his engagements preventc 
his taking the seat. Other positiot 
were offered him, which he declined. 
Appointed Collector of Boston, in 1838, 
by President Van Buren, Mr. Bancroft 
brought to his new duties an intelligence 
and zeal which secured tile acknowledg- 
ment of great ability from very deter- 
mined opponents. He was again married 
at this time his first wife having died the 
year before ; aud, during the engrosaing;J 
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agemenls of his office he labored dili- 
gently upon the third volume of the 
history, which was published in 1842. In 
the year 1844 he was nominaled for gov- 
emor by the democratic party. He was 
not elected, although receiving a larger 
vote tbau had ever before been polled 
upon a purely democratic issue. Party 
spirit did not spare any prominent man, 
and plenty of hard tbiuga were said dur- 
ing the contest. lint iu the excited mo- 
ments of political difference, although 
great talent is often conceded to oppo- 
nents, integrity and kindliness of heart 
are as often denied. Throughout a can- 
vass of great acerbity of feeling, the 
democratic nominee was in New Vork, 
engaged in examiningr often for more 
than the twelve hours of the day, the 
documents illustrative of our early his- 
tory, which Mr. Brodheed Iiad then just 
brought from Holland for the Historical 
Society of bis state. 

In 1844 Mr. Polk was elected President, 
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ington as Secretary of the Navy, and in 
u of 1S46 lie crossed the ocean 
o I^Bgland. When Rubens, 
the painter, resided in England as Dutch I 
Ambassador, a company of diplomats- | 
one day called upon him and found bita, 
pallette in hand, at work before his easeL 

"Ah!" said they, " Monsienr the 
Ambassador is playing painter." 

"No, gentlemen," responded the art- 
ist, "the painter is playing Ambassador." I 

So out historian played Ambassador, ' 
and played it well. Upon leaving Wash- 
ington he said to the President that he 
should devote bis energies to the modifi- 
cation of the Navigation Act, and bis 
success in the effort is one of the chief 
triumphs of Mr. Bancroft's political ca- 
reer. He did not arrive as a stranger in 
London, but the scholars there, and the 
learned representatives of other coun- 
tries, were already correspondents of the 
American scholar and loyal to the fame 
of the American historian. We have bad 
MO foreign representative more genuinely 
3S6 
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AmericBa. Stiil devoted to the aim of 
lis life, — by personal intercourse with 
emineut men and close ex.amination of all 
material accessible lu England, by con- 
stant corTespon<lence with other parts of 
Europe, especially France, and frequent 
-dsils to Paris to explore its libraries and 
search its arcliives, the History of the 
United Slates went on. In 1849 Mr. 
Baucroft returned to the United States, 
and took up his residence in Kew York. 
The fourth volume of the history, com- 
prising the French war and the begin- 
nings of revolution, was immediately 
prepared for the press and published by 
his old publishers, in Boston, in the 
spring of 1852. Its success, after so long 
and highly- wrought expectation, was en- 
tire, and confirmed the satisfaction that 
the history of our country was to be 
recorded by a mind so sagacious, so cog- 
nizant of the national ideas, so receptive 
of the national spirit, so afRuent of lore, 
so moulded by intercourse and a 
with great times and their greatest n 
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so capable of exptession at once rich, 
vigorous, and characteristic. 

Mr. Bancroft's time is now divided be- | 
tweeii tbe city and tile seaside. Early ir 
the summer he repairs to Newport, and i 
were the date of our book somewhat later, 
we might enrich our pages with an en- 
graving of the house he is now building 
there. It will be a simple, summer re- 
treat, lyingtipou the seaward slope of the 
cliff. From bis windows he will .ook ] 
down upon the ocean, and as he breathes- J 
its air, impart its freshness and vigor t 
his pages. The fifth volume of the 
tory is now printing. It will corapriHel 
the first events of the greatest epoch < 
modem times. Nor is it possible to sa 
to how late a date the work will be coi 
tinued. The great result of iadepeudence | 
ODce achieved, the consequent organiza- 
tion of details can hardly be properly or 
copiously treated, until the mind can i 
clearly trace the characteristic operation, i 
of principles tlirough a somewhat longel I 
course of years. 
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